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^         A      SELECT 
COLLECTION    OF   POEMS. 

THE        W    I    S    H. 
BY     WILLIAM     BUNCOMBE,      ESQ,*. 

IN      A      LETTER      TO      MR.      NEEDIER. 
SENT     FRO  M     CAMBRIDGE,      170> 

/^  !  would  that  fifiier  of  th'  Aonian  choir, 
^"^  Who  pour'd  on  Cowley's  foul  ecftatic  fire, 
Inflame  my  breafr,  and  my  weak  fancy  raife, 
To  foar,  like  him,  in  enthufiaftic  lays, 
Smooth  as  the  Cam  my  tuneful  verfe  Ihould  flow. 
Not  fwell  too  high,  nor  ever  fink  too  low  j 
Like  him  I  boldly  would  afcend  the  Iky, 
•And  fmg  the  charms  of  fair  Philofophy  '. 

How 

^■-  Younger  fon  of  John  DuncomLe  efq.  of  Stocks  In  Hert- 
fordihh-e.  In  1722  he  publiilied  a  tranfiatlon  of  Racine's 
*•■  Athaliah,"  which  v/as  well  received  by  the  publick,  and 
has  gone  through  three  editions.  In  1724  he  was  editor  of 
ihc  Works  of  Mr.  Needier;  in  1735  of  the  Poems  of  his  de- 
ccafed  brother-in-law  Mr,  Hughes,  in  two  volumes,  i2mo ; 
in   1737  of  the  M'Tcellanies  of  his  younger   brother   Mr. 
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a  IVIISCELLANY    POE  MS. 

How  void  of  cares,  ev'n  from  life's  flowerv  piiniC; 
To  languid  age,  her  pupils  pafs  their  time  ! 
I'lom  forrow  and  perplexing  hufinefs  free, 
They  tartc  the  Tweets  of  virtuous  Libertv.; 
And  in  their  fhady  walks,  and  filent  bowers, 
In  contemplation  Ipend  their  gliding  hours. 
With  Reafon's  line,  thefe  vainly  trv  to  found 
Of  Deity  immenfe  th'  abyfs  profound, 
Yet  learn  enough  their  Maker  to, adore, 
His  bounties  blels,  and  humbly  hope  for  more. 
Tliofe  penfive  wander  through  the  ulent  grove, 
And  o'^er  ParnalTus'  verdant  m.eadows  rove. 

Jabcx  Hughes,  for  the  ben-tht  of  his  v;iclo\v,  in  one  volume, 
Svo;  and  in  1745  of  the  Works  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Samuel  Sav;, 
in  one  volume,  .4to.  In  17Z6  he  married  the  only  lifter  of 
John  Hughes  efq.  v/hom  he  long  furvlved.  In  1734  his  tragedy 
of  "  Lucius  Junius  Brutus"  was  acled  ai  Drury  Lane  Theatre ; 
ie«  "  Letters  of  Eminent  Perfons,"  vol.  III.  p.  144.  It  was 
publilhed  in  1735,  and  ^galn  in  1747-  "  The  Works  of  Ho- 
race, in  Englilh  Verle,  by  feveral  Hands,"  were  pubiiihed  by 
him  in  two  volumes -Svo.  with  r.otes,  &:c.  in  1757.  A  fecond 
edition,  in  four  vblumes  i2jno.  witli  many  imitations,  was 
pdblilhed  in  1762.  In  1763  he  collected  and  republiiiicd 
*'  Seven  Sermons  by  Archbilhop  Herring,  on  public  Oc- 
*'  cafions,  v;ith  a  biographical  Preface."  He  died  Feb.  26, 
1  769,  aged  80  ;  leaving  one  fon,  John,  M.  A.  one  of  the  lix 
jireachers  in  Chrift-Church,  Canterbury,  &c.  who  was  his 
nlhllant  in  the  tranilacion  of  Horace;  and  to  wM^om  I  ac- 
knowledge myfelf  indebted,  not  only  for  thefe  poems  and 

■tlie  portrait  of  his  father,  but  for  much  ufeful  afuHance  in 

,;tliis  and  other  publications.     N, 

On 


THE        WISH.  j 

-On  yoiT  old  (loraes  .with  facredavve  I  gaze, 
Whert^Diydcn*  tirft  etlay'd  his  tuneful  lays  ; 
Where  Milton's  f  Mufe  her  infpiration  caught, 
And  Fancy  firll;  her  darling  Spenfer  J  taught. 
O  !  might  I  here  inglorious  fpend  my  days, 
-Aveiie  to  bufy  care,  nor  fond  of  praifej 
The  ancient  Sages'  moral  page  perufe, 
Aiid  romctimes  liflen  to  the  chearful  iMufe  : 
Hrre  Nature  through  her  various  windings  chafe. 
And  to  the  fountain-iiead  with  wonder  trace  : 
Here  trim  my  lamp,  mv  faculties  reline, 
And  deck  my  foul  with  every  grace  divine ; 
Till  fit  to  join  in  heavenly  hymns  above, 
Bv  humble  Virtue,  and  victorious  Love, 
This  mouldering  clay,  contented,  I  might  leave. 
And  at  the  laft  a  fadelefs  crown  receive  ! 

THE        ROSE. 

AN    EPIGRAM,    FROM    THE    LATIN", 
BY     MR.     W.     D  U  N  C  O  M  B  E. 

'O  longer  than  one  fleeting  day- 
Does  the  fair  Rofe  its  charms  difplay: 
At  morn,  triumphantly  it  blooms. 
And  fpreads  around  its  rich  perfumes. 
But,  fee  I  its  tranfient  glory  dies, 
Soon  as  night's  fable  fhades  arife. 

•^  Trinity  College.     Sec  vol.  H.  p,  90.     N. 
-_7  ChrilVs  Ccile^e.    D.  X  Pcmbroi^c  Hall.    D. 
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M  I  S  C  E  L  L  A  N  Y    P  O  E  M  S. 

TO        E    U    R    Y    A    L    U    S*, 

<.0  N    HIS   COMING   T  O  A  G  E,    N  O  V.  3c,   1719. 

B  Y     MR.      W.     D  U  N  C  O  M  B  E  f. 

«  Hunc,  Macrinc,  diem  numcra  meliore  laplllo, 
*'  Qui  tibl  labentcs  apponit  candldus  anno?. 
"  Funde  mcrum  Genio — "  Persius,  Sat.  il. 

SHINE  bright,  O  Sun  !  and  doubly  gild  the  morn, 
On  which  the  lov'd  Eurvalus  was  l'>orn  ! 
Mav  no  dark  cloud  obfcure  thy  chearful  ray, 
Pure  as  his  foul,  and  as  his  humour  gav  ! 
And  vou,  dear  youth,  with  wonted  fmiks  attend 
The  timely  counfel  of  your  faithful  friend. 
To  Heaven,  as  Right  demands,  devote  your  bloom, 
As  morning  incenfe  wafts  a  rich  perfume. 
'To  no  frail  man  a  blind  obedience  pay, 
But  let  fage  Reafon's  voice  your  judgement  fway. 
As  Juflice  wills,  allow  to  all  their  due ; 
And,  fpite  of  intered,  to  vour  word  be  true. 
The  poor,  unafk'd,  with  ready  hand  relieve. 
And  cordial  counfel  to  th'  affli6led  give. 

^*  Mr.  John  Carleton.     This  amiable  young  gentleman 
•died  in  September  1726,  greatly  regretted  by  all  who  had  the 
happinefs  of  his  acquaintance.     D. 

•f-  *'  I  was  exceedingly  pleafcd  with  the  verfes  to  Ecryalus, 
•**  [In  MS.]  and  never  read  any  in  that  ftrain  which  are  good, 
**  without  refle£llng  how  well  it  would  go- with  the  world,  if 
*'  the  Mufcs  were  always  retained  in  the  fervice  of  Virtue." 
^rchhi/hop  Htrrirg  to  the  Author.     See  his  Letters,  p.  9.     D. 

With 


TO      E  U  R  Y  A  L  U  S. 
Wirli  manir  fortitude  vour  hreaft  prepare, 
The  roughcft  llorms  of  chequer'd  life  to  bear^ 
Be  refoiuccly  bold  your  fword  to  draw 
In  the  defence  of  civil  rights  and  law. 
With  Temperance  to  condu6l  you,  take  the  way 
That  leads  to  death  by  unperceiv'd  decay. 
Let  Prudence  every  thought  and  a6lion  guide. 
Between  th'  extremes  of  meannefs  and  of  pride. 
Numbtrs  each  day  by  Gaming  are  undone  ; 
That  fatal  pefc  with  timely  caution  fhun. 
Be  not  too  free  :  with  few  your  fecrets  fliare, 
And  choofe  your  friends  with  nics-difcerning  care;, 
But,  when  their  faith  and  merit  you  have  try'd. 
Let  Death  alone  the  facred  bond  divide. 
Weigh  well  the  confequence  with  cool  debat^ 
Before  you  quit  the  peaceful  fingle  flate  : 
Let  not  a  Beauty's  fafcinating  eyes 
Your  generous  foul  unwarily  furprife  ; 
Nor  court  th'  applauded  Witling,  ever  prone 
To  fneer  and  fcorn  all  merit,  but  her  own  j 
But  choofe  the  Fair  whom  milder  virtues  grace, 
And  prize  good  temper  more  than  wit-or  face. 
Happy,  who  with  each  focial  charm  can  bind 
In  grateful  chains  the  pure  untainted  miad ; 
And  happy  he,  who,  wllhing  not  to  roam, 
Srill  meets  the  fource  of  every  joy  at  home. 
Aim  to  promote  the  welfare  of  mankind  ; 
Think  life  a  gift  for  public  good  defign'd  j 
Thus  fhall  no  blot  your  reputation  flain, 
And  the  whole  man  immortal  glory  gain  1 
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EPIGRAM,    BY   MR.    W.    BUNCOMBE,, 

TO    THE     MEMORY    OF     PETER    ALEXIOWITZ^ 
EMPEROR.    OF    RrUSSIA. 

WRITTEN        IN        MARCH,        1724, 

^T^  O  deck  with  arts  a  rough  harbaiian  race, 
-*-    And  polifli  them  with  every  manly  grace  ; 
To  chafe  the  ihades  of  ignorance  profound, 
And  fpread  the  beams  of  knowledge  all  around  3 
To  brighten  and  exalt  the  human  foul. 
And  rtill  confuk  the  welfare  of  the  whole  : 
If  thefe  be  acts  more  worthy  of  applaufe, 
Than  with  wild  havock,  in  Ambition's  caufe. 
To  conquer  kingdoms,  to  lay  wade  and  burn^ 
And  peaceful  Icates  with  reliefs  rage  overturn,. 
Then  Rufi'ia's  Czar  with  greater  gJory  reign'd,  ■ 
Than  was  by  Philip's  fon,  or  Casfar  gain'd. 

FROM  BION,  IDYLL.  V.  BY  THE  SAME.. 

T  F  God  or  Fate  to  man  would  give, 
•*•  In  two  fucceffive  flates  to  live  ; 
The  fixfl:  in  forrow  to  be  paft, 
In  eafe,  content,  and  joy,  the  lafl:; 
I  then  would  rack  my  working  brain 
With  ftudy  ;  and,  with  ceafclcfs  pain. 
Each  day  my  hands  employ, 
la  hopes  to  ihare  the  promis'd  joy. 
Bu-t  fince  to  all,  impartial  Heaven 
Une  ficedng  life  alone  has  given, 

rrweii^ 
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'Twere  macinets,  rare,  tlia:  life  :o  waiic, 
I:i  fearch  of  wealth  we  ne'er  fhall  retlc. 
IMv  litLje  is  enough  tor  me, 
Contented  in  my  povertv. 
It  never  finks  into  our  heart, 
How  foon  from  hence  we  all  mufi:  part  V 
What  hope  can  bloom  in  life's  laft  ftage. 
When  each  deligh:  is  pali'ci  by  age  r 

EPIGRAM,    BY    MR.    \V.    DUNCOMBE. 

THE    JUDGEMENT    OF    APOLLO, 

ON    TK£    CONTROVERSY    BETWEEN    .MR.  POPE 

AND     MR.     THEOBALD,     1729. 

*<  La  r.iition  des  Postes  cll  jaiaufe  ;  ils  bourdciinent  comnie 
"  les  absiiles,  £.:  comme-  elles  iis  or.:  un  aiguilion  perpr.r, 
*'  pour  f  iouertout  ce  qui  eariame  leur  colere." 

F  r.  K  E  L  e  K. 

T  N  Pone's  raelodious  verfe  the  Graces  fnvile  j 

-*■  In  Theobald  is  diipiay'd  fagacious  toil  j. 

The  Cririck's  ivv  crowns  his  fubtle  brow^. 

While  in  Pope's  numbers  Wit  and  Mufic  fiow. 

Tiiefe  Bards  (lb  Fortune  will'd)  were  mortal  foes,- 

And  all  Paraaiius  in  their  quarrel  rofe. 

This  the  dire  caufe  of  their  unbounded  rage, 

Who  belt  could  blarxh  dark  Shakfpeare"s  blotted  page. 

Apollo  heard,  and  weigh'd  each  party's  plea, 

Then  thus  pronounced  th'  immutable  decree  : 

"  Th-G!)ald,  'tis  thine  to  fhew  what  Shakfpeare  writ  •   ' 

'*  But  Pops  IhftD  icign  iupieme  in  Poetry  aiul  Wit." 
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TO        EUGENIA*. 

BY      MR.      W.       D    U    N    C    O    M    B    E. 

/^  !  that  a  portion  of  the  heavenly  fire,  [lyre, 

^-^   Which  beam'd  its  radiance  round  thy  brother's  f 
Might  animate  my  Mufe  !   No  vulgar  lays, 
Accomplifh'd  Maid  !   fliould  then  exalt  thy  praife. 

Good  fenfe  and  wit,  the  grave  and  fprightly,  join'd, 
Have  form'd  the  balance  of  Eugenia's  mind. 
All  fociai  virtues,  by  her  looks  confeft. 
Delight  to  lodge  in  her  indulgent  breafl ; 
Each  varying  fcene  well-difciplin'd  to  bear, 
Whether  Life's  fleeting  lamp  be  dim  or  clear : 
Benevolence,  and  every  milder  grace. 
Glow  in  her  heart,  and  fmile  upon  her  face. 
Prone  to  commend,  and  ever  loth  to  blame. 
She  hates  detra£lion,  oft  the  fex's  Ihame  ; 
To  viiits,  plays,  alTemblies,  uninclin'd, 
At  home  flill  covets  to  improve  her  mind  ; 
Nor  fond  of  drefs,  but  {imply  neat,  Ihe  warms, 
And  holds  th'  enamour'd  heart  with  native  charms. 
But,  when  the  fweet  fpinner,  with  fliapely  hands 
And  nimble  touch,  fne  Ikilfullv  commands, 
With  joy  and  wonder  on  the  Fair  we  gaze, 
And  filent  rapture  leaves  no  voice  for  praife  j 

'^  Mifs  Elizabeth   Hughes,  afterwards  married  to  the  an- 
il or.     D. 

-f-  John  HuL^'.es  efi^uirc,  the  celebrated  poet,     N. 

7  Age 
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Age  ftands  awhile  unconfcious  of  decay. 

And  fleeting  Time  fuals  unperceiv'd  away  ; 

Prudence  and  Truth  her  every  thought  control. 

And  fpotlefs  Pierv  refines  her  foul. 

To  Heaven's  diipofal  flie  refigns  her  will. 

Not  fwoFn  with  good  fuccefs,  nor  funk  with  ill ; 

And  fcorns,  by  Hope  fupported,  to  repine 

At  human  woe,  the  price  of  blifs  divine  ! 

This  faint,  but  faithful  draught,  who  copies  well. 
As  Daughter,  Friend,  and  Chriftian,  will  excell. 

THE        HAN    D*; 

A      PHILOSOPHICAL      POEM. 

JNSCRIBED    TO    THE    MEMORY    OF    SIGNOR    GALILEO, 

INVENTOR    OF    THE    l'ELESC0P2. 

B    Y       M    R.       W.  .    D    U    N    C    O    M    B    E. 

'T^  H  E  curious  firufture  of  the  Hand  furvey, 
-^     Whufe  various  ufes  various  art  difplay. 
This  little  bufy  fervant  of  mankind 
Obeys  each  di6tate  of  th'  impulfive  mind. 

*  Printed  in  the  Chriftian's  Magazine  for  November  1765,  . 
p.  5:9. — The  late  Reverend  Dr.  Ridley  thus  exprefTed  himfelf 
oa  that  occaficn  :  "  I  think  myfelf  greatly  obliged  to  you  for 
*'yojr  poem  "On  the  Hand  ;"  and  you  mult  give  me  leave 
**  to  cenfure  your  indolence,  or  niggardnefs,  for  keeping  your  • 
*' i?a.>:^  fo  leng  in  yjur  pocket.     But  as  you   have  at  length 
"  given  it  to  the  publick,  they  in  return  will  give  you  both  : 
**  theirs— £f  curra:  dexter  a  lava  .'" 

Fnm  a  MS.  Lciur  to  tke  A..ilor.     D. 
Four 
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Four  hnc;crs  inward  ruin,  one  outward  hend^, 
\\'luc]i  aid  to  each,  or  rdl,  harmonious  lends  : 
Vv'ith  triple  joints  the  fingers  are  fupjily'd, 
iVIuicles  and  tendons  each  like  pulleyi;  guide  : 
•"^  Thus  we  can  objefts  hold  of  lighter  weight, 
And  from  the  ground  laborious  lift  the  great. 
The  middle  joint  a  hollow  tendon  fways,. 
Another,  more  minute,  within  ir  plays, 
Wliofc  ruling  force  the  outmoft  joint  obevs. 
Thefe  to  the  bone  are  brac'd,  left  they  impede, 
Or  interrupt,  the  pliant  finger's  fpeed. 
Each  finger's  end  th'  Artificer  Divine 
Has  cloath'd  with  fkuv  mod:  exquifitelv  fine  j 
Which  every  objeft's  difftrent  f  texture  learnSj 
And  all  their  varying  qualities  difcerns. 
As  canes  are  tipt  with  iron  at  the  end, 
The  nails,  like  fhields,  the  upper  part  defend. 
Had  I  a  hundred  mouths,  a  hundred  tongues, 
And  were  my  breaft  fupply'd  with  brazen  lungs, 

They 

*  "  Digitorum  contraclio  facilis,  facilifqne  poiTP«n:;o_,  pi-a|i-- 
'*  ter  molks  commiifuras  ec  artus,  nullo  in  motu  laborat." 

Cic.  lie  Natura  Deorum. 

f  Mr.  Bovlc  gives  an  account  of  a  blind  man  who  was 
able  to  cliilinguilh  the  colours  of  lilka  by  toLiching  them  with 
his  fingers. 

Biihop  Eiirnet  relates,  in  one  of  his  lettci-s  from  Italy, 
*'  that  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Gody,  a  minilier  of  St.  Gervais, 
**  Geneva,  (at  v/hofe  houfe  he  lodged)  had  been  deaf  from 
"her  infar.cv,  and  could  yet  underhand  what  was  faid  by 
*'  thofc  Ihe   had  been  ufcd  to,  by  feeing; -the  motion  of  their 

"  mouths : 
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THE        HAND,  xi 

Tliev  all  would  fail  ro  tell  each  various  ufe, . 
This  fmall  machine  is  titted  to  produce. 
With  this  we  fow,  with  this  we  reap,  our  eorn  ; 
The  land  with  trees,  or  Itately  domes,  adorn  ; 
The  ftubborn  fteel  in  glowing  forges  mould. 
And  tear  from  parent  Earth  her  huarded  gold. 
By  this  wild  ~  beads  with  weapons  we  deftroy  j 
By  this  we  rear,  and  for  our  ufe  emplo\-, 
Domeftic  animals.     To  this  we  owe 
Our  flurdy  oxen  labouring  in  tlie  plough.- 
The  ewe  her  fleece,  the  cow  her  milk,  affords, 
And  the  laborious  bee  her  balmy  hoards. 
The  generous  horfe,  obedient  to  the  rein. 
Flies  with  his  rider  fwiftly  o'er  the  plain. 
Or  drags  the  gilded  car,  or  groaning  wain^ 
See  !  loaded  camels,  many  a-  lonely  day, , 
Patient  of  thirll:,  with  toiilbme  march,  convey,  ■ 
In  caravans,  the  riclies  of  the  Eaft, 
Along  til'  Arabian  wild,  or  Libyan  wallc. 

"  mouths  ;  fo  that  if  they  v/antcd  to  fpenk  to  her  in  the  ' 
<' night,  it  was  neceiiary  to  light  a  candle.  But  Ihe  cculd ' 
<f  underftand  what  her  iiller,  who  had  been  bred-up  with. 
**  her,  fpokein  the  dark,  by  laying  her  hand  on  her  mouth." 
He  fays  "  he  examined  this  matter  Ciiticaily."  Bilhop 
Burnet's  Travels,  Letter  IV.  p.  296.  In  the  latter  inllance, 
the  marvellous  feems  greatly  to  loie  fight  of  the  probable.  D. 
■:■-.  u  Quifquis  es  iniquus  xftimator  fortis  humanx,  cogita 
*'  quanta  nobis  tribuerit  parens  noller,  quanta  valentiora  an:- 
*'  malia  fub  jugum  miferimus,  quanta  velccioraconfecuamurj 
<*  <^«.rair.  nihil  lit  mortale  non  fub  iftu  nofiro  pofitum." 

Seneca  de  Ecneficiis,  I:b.  ii.  c-ar.  29. 
^  The 
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The  fpolls  of  elephants  allure  the  eye, 

Decking  the  ftately  dome  with  ivorv. 

Th'  enormcKis  vvhale,  of  harping  fteel  the  prize, 

Our  lamps  with  oil  in  wintery  nights  fupplics  j 

And  his  fam'd  bone,  of  every  Fair  the  pride, 

Can  give  that  fhape  which  Nature  has  deny'd. 

Behold  the  hound  the  flying  doe  purfue. 

And  fcent  her  footfteps  in  the  tainted  dew. 

With  fubtle  eye  in  many  a  winding  maze, 

Train'd  to  the  fport,  the  ranging  fpaniel  ftrays  ; 

Then  flops;   and,  pointing,  (hews  where  lies  conceal'd 

The  covey,  coucliing  in  the  ftubbled  field. 

The  fwift-wing'd  hawk  obeys  the  Falconer's  lure. 

And  foars  aloft ;  till,  of  his  prey  (ecure, 

With  headlong  fpeed  he  drops  ,-  and  ftrikes  from  liigh- 

The  burnifh'd  pheafant,  glittering  in  the  Iky. 

Through  winding  burrows  red-ey'd  ferrets  trace 

Their  panting  game  ;  and,  urg'd  with  eager  clrace, 

(Their  mouths  clos'd-up)  with  pointed  talons  tear, 

Till  out  it  bolts  into  the  clafping  fnare. 

The  du£lile  Hand  is  ready  too,  we  find, 
To  trace  the  nobler  diftates  of  the  Mind. 

The  living  figures,  that  on  canvafs  glow, 
Stre:ims,  mountains,  lawns,  and  groves,  to  this  we  owe. 
Thus,  while  the  vulgar  perifti  in  the  dull:. 
The  hero  triumphs  on  the  marbl-  buft. 
Thus  ftately  domes  and  hallow'd  temples  rife, 
Whence  clouds  of  grateful  ineenfe  reach  the  fkies, 
To  praife  the  Power,  who  this  fair  frame  defign'd, 
And  gave  the  Hand  obedient  to  the  Mind  ! 

By 
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Bv  tViis  we  on  the  lute  and  orean  ralfe, 

In  folemn  fouriiis,  our  great  Creator's  praife. 

Soft  flute;,  !)}■  Ikiltul  fing  rs  touched,  confpire 

With  \va:-bline  l^.rains  to  fan  the  facred  fire. 

The  lari,:    :iibe,  that  ranges  unconfin'd 

O'er  the  wit'e  fkv,  and  opens  to  mankind 

Work!  above  world,  by  flated  law?  control'd, 

Roui^d  other  funs  bv  heavenly  wifdom  roU'd  ; 

And  that/mall  gUrs,  which  ihews  the  countlcfs  fiore 

Of  animated  aroms,  hid  before; 

With  wondrous  art  bv  liuman  minds  were  plann'd. 

But  owe  their  ufe  and  flrufture  to  the  Hand  ! 

By  this,  we  floating  wood  -n  caftles  rear, 

And  teach  th'  inconftant  winds  and  feas  to  bear 

Our  native  wealth  to  every  foreign  fliore, 

And  to  Britannia  bring  their  various  flore. 

In  thsfe  imported,  o'er  Emiha's  brows 

The  fapphire  fparkles,  and  the  ruby  glows  ; 

While  brilliants  with  unnumber'd  rays  furprife, 

And  almoft  match  the  lufl:re  of  her  eyes  : 

Their  warmth  the  fables  to  her  breaft  impart, 

And  caflor  chears  the  fad  defponding  heart. 

The  Indian  tortoife  yields  his.  clouded  fnell, 

And  Perfian  worms  whh  filk  the  tribute  fwell. 

Great  Archimedes  form'd  his  brazen  fphere  * 

By  this ;  in  which,  as  rolls  the  circling  year, 

Each  planet's  courfe  was  regularly  fcen, 

As  if  fome  a£live  power  had  dwelt  within  ; 

?if  ((  Archimedis   ingcnium   divinum,    in    miindo    opIScio 
<'  Deum  fere  ipfum  lacefiere  vifum  eft,  auanJotam  concinna 

«•'  Coelum 
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It  fliewM  in  Summer  why  a  jdood  of  tlay 

The  fun  pours  forth  j  but  fliines  with  feebler  ray 

In  Winter  ;  how  Eel ipfes  from  our  fight 

Veil  his  bright  beams,  and  Cynthia's  hlver  light, 

Difmaying  man  and  beafl:  !  What  caufe  delays 

The  Summer's  niglit,  and  fhortens  Winter  days. 

Tmmortalis'tl  by  tliis,  the  Bard  and  Sage 

Still  charm,  and  flill  improve  each  rifing  age  : 

Hence  with  our  thoughts  and  knowledge  we  aJuni 

By  characters  the  nations  x'et  unborn. 

But  let  us  liflen  to  the  foothing  fbrains, 

In  which  the  Philofophic  Bard  *  complains, 

*'  t  That,  like  a  failor,-  by  the  tempefl  hurl'd 

"  Afliore,  the  babe  is  Ihipwreck'd  on  the  world  : 

"  Naked  he  lies,  and  ready  to  expire, 

**  Helplefs  of  all,  that  human  wants  require ; 

"  Expos'd 

•  *'  Coelum  xronflafTc  asneum  memoratur,  ut  inlbl  feptem  vi- 
"  ferentnr  planetae,    et  ratione   incomparabili  etiam    motus 
■  *'  verifhme  deprehendatur."  Coelius  RJiodigimis. 

CceUus  here  calls  it  a  brazen  fphere,  whereas  in  Ciaudian 
it  is  faid  to  be   made  of  cryllal.     Perhaps  they  may  be  thus 
' reconciled:    The  InfrL-ument   itfelf   was  probably  compofed 
of  brafs,  and  covered  with  a  cryital  cafe. 

*  Lucretius. 

-f-  "  Turn  porro  puer,  ut  fssvis  projeclus  ab  undjs 
*'  Xavita,  nudus  humi  jacet,  infans,  indlgus  omni 
*'  Vitali  auxilio,  cum  primum  in  himinis  oras 
*'  Nixibus  ex  alvo  matris  Natnra  profudit ; 
«  Vagltuque  locum  lugubri  compicr,  ut  xquum'il, 
<'Cui  tantum  in  vita  relict  tranlirc  malorum. 
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ISxp'sV.  on  thii  unhorpitaMe  earrli, 
•  From  tlie  hrfc  moment  of  his  haplefs  birthj 
••  S:rait  withforcbodinc^  cries  he  hlls  the  room, 
*'  Too  fure  nrefaees  of  his  future  doom  ! 
*'  But  flocks,  andhtrnis,  and  every  Tivage  beafl, 

'^'  Bv  more  indulgent  Nature  are  increas'd  ; 
<'  Thev  want  no  rattles  for  their  froward  mood, 
*'  No  nurfe  to  reconcile  them  to  their  food 

-"  With  broken  words ;   no  wintcry  hlafts  they  fear, 
*'  Nor  change  their  habits  with  the  changing  year  : 
*'  Nor  for  their  fafetv  citadels  prepare, 
"  Nor  forge  the  wicked  inftruments  of  war. 
"  1Jnlabour''d  Earth' her  tjounteous  treafure  grants, 
"^Ind    Nature's   lavifli   hands  fupply  their  common 
'•'  wants." 
Such  the  warm  dictates  of  this  tuneful  Sage, 

•In  reafon  weak,  though  elegant  his  page; 
For  the  Firfl  Caufe,  fupremely  good  and  wife, 
With  confcious  fouls  the  human  '.ace  fupplies. 
To  plan,  contrive,  invent,  and  gives  us  Hands 
Active  to  execute  the  Soul's  commands. 

■  ^'  At  varise  crefcunt  pecudes,  armenta,  ferxqne: 
"  Ncc  crepitacula  eis  opu'  funt,   nee  cuiquam  adnibenda'll 
"  Almx  nutricis  blanda  atqiie  infracla  loquela : 
**  Nee  varias  qnxrunt  vcllcs  pro  tempore  carli. 
*'  Denique  uon  armis  opus  til,  non  ma?nibus  altis, 
'^  Qu^cis  fua  tiitentur,  quando  omntbus  omriia  large 
'*  TcIIus  ipfa  parit,  Naturaque  djedala  rerum,'' 

Lucretius,  hb.  v.  22^. 

;See  alfo  Lord  ShafieRury's  Characleriftics,  Trac't  v.     D. 


} 
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As  men  for  fecial  beings  God  intends, 
The  fecial  Inftinfls  anfwer  all  the  ends 
Of  ftrength  and  weapons  in  the  brutal  kind  ; 
For  tender  Love  impels  the  Parent's  mind 
To  cherifh.  clothe,  and  feed  the  helplefs  child  j 
While  heavenly  inftincl,  with  indulgence  mild. 
To  rear  and  guard  it,  makes  his  bofom  glow ; 
And  virtuous  deeds  their  own  reward  beflow. 
Sv'n  in  their  riper  \'ears  our  youth  we  hold 
-In  fage  Inflru6i;ion's  bands  ;  to  Virtue  mould 
Their  minds  yet  pliant ;  and  with  honour  train 
To  Ihun  falfe  joys,  and  bravely  fufFer  pain. 
We  own  that  beads  their  cloathing  ever  wear; 
Sheep  pant  beneath  the  fleece  in  fukry  air  ; 
■  But  we  our  habits  with  the  changing  year 
And  climate  change  ;  as  heat  or  cold  require, 
Are  cooly  drefl,  or  clad  in  warm  attire. 
In  Winter  cloth,  in  Summer  filks  del'ght, 
And,  wrapt  in  wool,  we  brave  the  dewy  night. 
Arms  to  defend  us,  of  each  different  kind, 
The  Fingers  forge,  diredlied  by  the  Mind  ; 
And  thus  in  man  rhe  Hand  fupplies  the  place 
Of  teeth,  horns,  talons,  in  the  favage  race. 

Hail,  gracious  Sire  !  for  thou  hafl:  form'd  the  Hand, 
And  thus  prepar'd  it  for  the  Soul's  command  ; 
My  grareful  lay  fljail  in  thv  praife  be  fung, 
And  to  thy  praife  mv  tuneful  lyre  be  ftrung, 
Long  as  my  Voice  and  Fingers  can  confpire 
To  breathe  that  grateful  lay,  and  toucli  that  tuneful 
■  lyre. 

O  N 
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ON      THE      MARRIAGE 

OF  MISS   MARY  COWPER,    OF    HERTINGFORDBL'RY, 

WITH    WILLIAM    DR    GREY,    ESQUIRE*,    OF 

NORFOLK.      NOVEMBER    12,     1743. 

BY       MR.      \V.      D  U  N  C  O   M   B   E. 

A  POLLO'S  an<l  fair  Fancy's  darling  child, 
■*•■*-  On  whom  her  fifter  Mufes  early  fmil  d; 
The  nightingale,  whofe  carols  foorh'd  the  groves, 
Where  limpid  Lea  in  fmooth  meanders  roves  ; 
Enchanting  Cowper  !  to  a  blooming  I'wain, 
Of  race  belov'd  through  all  th'  Icenian  plain  f , 
Of  gentle  manners,  and  well-cultur*d  mind, 
Is  in  the  bands  of  facred  wedlock  join'd. 
Hail,  happy  pair  !  may  this  aufpicious  day. 
Another  Orpheus  to  the  world  difplay ; 
His  own  Calliope  will  fondly  train 
The  rifmg  Bard  ;  and  on  th'  obfeqoious  brain 
The  virtues  trace  ;   politer  arts  infpire, 
And  tune  his  foul  with  her  inchanting  lyre  ! 
And  thou,  to  whom  fo  rich  a  prize  is  given, 
Cherifh  the  Nymph,  and  thank  indulgent  Heaven; 
Blefs'd  in  the  joys  (he  only  can  impart, 
Still,  by  the  charms  that  won,  prelerve  her  heari. 

•  The  prefeat  very  able  Lord  Chief  Ji;i1.ce  of  the  Couu 
©f  Common  Pleas.     D, 
t  Norfolk.    D. 

Vol.  VI.  C  TO 
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TO         DAPHNE*, 

ON    VALENTINE'S     DA  Y,      175a. 

BY      MR.      W.      D  U  N  C  0  M  B  E. 

O  E  E  !  Daphne,  fee  !  the  fun  with  purer  light 
*^  Now  gilds  the  morn,  and  chafes  gloomy  night  j 
Advancing,  each  return,  with  biighter  beams. 
He  fpreads  his  glories  o'er  the  fields  and  ftreams. 
The  fnow  diiTolves  before  the  weftern  gale. 
And  vernal  flowers  adorn  the  fmiling  vale. 
To  life  renevv'd,  the  budding  trees  awake. 
And  from  the  ftem  the  rofeate  bloffoms  break  ; 
The  Cyprian  Queen  o'er  every  grove  and  plain, 
O'er  beads  and  birds,  refumes  her  welcome  reign  ; 
The  bircfs  are  pairVl,  and  warble  through  the  grove. 
And  beads  obey  the  genial  call  of  Love. 
Hence  nrfl:  the  venerable  rite  begun, 
For  ages  paft  convey 'd  from  fire  to  fen, 
For  every  fwain  on  this  aufpicious  day. 
To  choofe  fome  maid,  the  coming  year  to  fway  j 
To  crop  the  violet  and  primrofe  fair, 
And  deck  with  decent  wreaths  her  gloffy  hair. 
For  me,  (content  with  what  wife  Heaven  ordains, 
This  chequer'd  fcene,  alternate  joys  and  pains  ;) 
For  me,  the  Spring  of  life  fhall  bloom  no  more,- 
Nor  Summer  Ihine,  nor  Autumn  fpread  her  llore  j 
Winter  alone,  vi'iih  chearlefs  hand,  will  fhed, 
Henceforth,  the  fnow  of  age  around  my  head. 

*  Mifs  Mulfo,  now  Mrs.  Chapone.    P. 

But, 
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Bur,  though  tVis  clay-huilr  tenement:  decline, 
Still  mav  th'  immortal  guefi:  unclouded  ihine  ; 
And,  if  Euterpe  not  diMaia  to  fmile, 
Your  Bard  from  Helicon,  with  pleafmg  roil, 
Wili  with  frefh  flowers  unfading  garlands  twine. 
To  crown  his  iweetly-warbling  Valeniine. 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  REV.  MR.  SAY  ^. 

FROM  BROUKHUSIUS.  BY  MR.  W.  BUNCOMBE, 

Q  U  C  H  wa5  thy  life  ;  thy  learning  fuch  confeft ; 
*^  An  humble  heart,  with  native  genius  bleft ! 
Eover  of  peace,  peace  did  thy  footfteps  guide 
With  more  content  than  the  tumultuous  tide 
Of  loud  applaufe  can  give.     No  angry  ftr;fe 
Ruffled  the  tenor  of  tiiy  even  life. 
Thy  fair  example  Ihone  with  miidefl  nghr. 
Pure  as  the  falling  fnow's  unluilied  white. 
In  purple  radiance  clad,  to  thee  are  given 
Manfioas  of  bhfs  ;  a  denifon  of  Heaven  ! 
Where  joys  on  ;oy5  in  endlefs  circles  move  ; 
Where  Saints,  alternate,  warble  facred  love  ; 
And,  join'd  with  Argels,  1.1  one  tuneful  choir, 
Touch,  to  their  Makers  piaife,  the  golden  lyre  ? 

Hail,  holy  Father,  new-adopted  gucfb 
Of  ftarry  realms  !  ftill  in  my  grateful  hreafl: 
The  dear  remembrance  of  tiiy  name  in  all  refl. 
1:45- 


} 


*  Of  Mr.  Say,  feme  unpublifhed  poems  friall  be  given.  Of 
the  moderns,  Broukhuiius  was  h;s  favourite  poe:.     N. 

C  i  C  H  A. 


to         M  I  S  C.E  L  L  A  N  Y    P  O  E  MS. 
CHARACTERS.    BY  MR.  W.  DUNCOMBE. 

C    L    A    R    I    N    D    A  *. 

/■/^LARINDA'S  eharms,  witlKJut  the  aid  of  art, 
^^  With  native  force  prevail  upon  the.  heart. 
Whoever  dares  her  lovely  forni  furvey. 
Unwittingly  becomes  an  eafy  prey. 
Thus  heedlefs  moths  round  fome  fair  taper 'fly, 
Fond  of  the  light,  till  by  its  flame  they  die. 

-s  EL  I   M  Af. 

THE  Loves  .and  Graces  reign  without  control 
In  beauteous  Selima's  more  beauteous  foul. 
No  gloomy  forrow  can  admilTiGn  find, 
Nor  anxious  care  difturb  her  eafy  mind  ; 
Mild  as  the  Spring,  and  as  the  Summer  gay, 
When  not  one  .cloud  deforms  the  fmiling  day  ! 

£  L  I  z  A  +. 

W  H  E  N  fymmetry  of  form  and  virtue  meet, 
Their  union  make  the  happy  Maid  complete. 

*  Mifs  Clara  LowndeSj  daughter  cf  William  Lowndes, 
efq.  Secretary  to  the  Treafury  in  Queen  Anne's  rei^gn,  well- 
known  by  the  name  of  "  Ways  and  Means  Lowndes  ;"  af- 
terwards married  to  Peter  Leheup,  efq.     D. 

•{•  Mifs  Sarah  Lowndes,  afterwards  married  to  John  Dun- 
combe,  efq.  of  Barley-End,  Bucks.     D. 

:J  Mifs  Elizabeth  Lowndes,  married  to  John  DttBCombe, 
efq.  of  Slocksj  the  author's  brother,    P. 

X  Such 
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Such  is  Eliza,  clcck'd  with  every  grace, 
A  foul  unipotted,  and  a  faultlels  face. 
Thus  opens  to  the  morn  the  damaik  rofe, 
And  thus  rhe^  brilliant  diamond  richly  glows. 

TO       A      YOUNG       LADY*, 

CURLING     HER      H  A  I  R. 

FROM      THE      LATIN       OF      DR.      LOWTH;,- 

NOW      BISHOP     OF     LONDON. 

BY       MR.      W.       D   U   N  C  O  M  B    E. 

CORRECTED    BY    BISHOP    LOWTH. 

"VTO  longer  feek  the  needlefs  aid 
-^  ^  Of  ftudious  Art,  dear  lovely  Maid  I 
"Vainly,  from  {idc  to  fide,  forbear 
To  Ihifc  thy  glafs,  and  braid  each  ftraggling  halr» 

As  the  gay  flowers,  which  Nature  yields 
Spontaneous  on  the  vernal  fields, 
Delight  the  fancy  more  than  thofe 
Which  gardens  trim  arrange  in  equal  rows;. 

As  the  pure  rill,  whcfe  mazy  train 
The  prattling  pebbles  check  in  vain, 
Gives  native  pleafure,  while  it  leads 
Its  random  waters,  winding  through  the  meids  j 

As  birds,  the  groves  and  ilreams  among, 
In  artlefs  ftrains  the  vernal  fong 
Warbling,  their  wood-notes  wild  repeat, 
And  footh  the  ear,  irregularly  fweet  j 

*•  Mifs  Molintux,  of  Wincheftcr.    D. 
~"  C  3  So 
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So  fimple  dreis  and  native  ^race 

Will  beft  become  thy  lovelv  face  ! 

For  naked  Cupid  ftill  lufpefts, 
In  artful  ornaments,  conceard  dcfe£ls. 

Ceafe  then,  with  idly  cruel  care. 

To  torture  thus  thy  flowing  hair; 

O  !  ceafe,  with  taftelefs  toil,  to  ihed 
A  cloud  of  fcented  duft  around  thy  head. 

Not  Berenice's  locks  could  boaft 

A  grace  like  thine ;  among  the  hoft 

Of  liars,  though  radiant  now  thcv  rife, 
And  add  new  iuftre  to  the  fpangled  Ikies  ; 

Nor  Venus  *,  when  her  charms  divine. 

Improving  in  a  form  like  thine, 

She  gave  her  trefTes  unconiin'd 
To  play  about  her  neck,  and  wanton  in  the  wind. 

*  The  author  here  alludes  to  the  beautiful  defcription  of 
Venus  in  the  firft  book  of  the  JEneid,  where  Ihc  meets  ^^neas 
in  the  habit  of  a  huntrefs,  as  he  was  going  towards  Carthage  : 

'*  Cui  mater  media  {e{t  tulit  obvia  fylva, 
"  Virginis  os  habitumiiue  gercns,  &  virgluis  arma 

*'  Spartans 

"  Namque  humerJs  de  more  habilcm  fufpenderat  arcnm 

•'  Venatrix,  dederatqne  comam  difiV.ndcre  ventis  : 

"  Nuda  genu,  nodoque  linus  colleda  fluentes."     ^n.  I.  322. 

"  A  huntrefs  in  her  habit  and  her  mien, 
"  Her  drefs  a  Maid,  her  air  confels'd  a  Queen. 
*'  Bare  were  her  knees,  and  knots  her  garments  bind 
"  Loofe  was  her  hair,  and  wanton'd  in  the  wind 

Her  hand  fniVain'd  a  bow  ;   her  quiver  hung  behi 

Dryden. 
O  N 


bind  ;         ^ 

ehind."      J 
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ON         DR.         W      I      L     M      O     T, 

[SINCE  SIR  EDWARD  WILMOT,  BART.] 

PHYSICIAN      TO     HIS     MAJESTY, 

BY      MR.      W.      D  U  N   C  O  M  B  E. 

TT7"  I  T  H  doubtful  ftrife,  Humanity  and  Art 

^  "    For  conqueft  vie  in  Wilmot's  head  and  hearh 
On  his  lov'd  Ion  Apollo  did  bellow 
The  healing  power,  and  words  to  fofren  woe. 
With  fympathiling  eyes  and  tender  mind 
He  views  the  maladies  of  human-kind  ; 
Reprieves  the  languid  patient  from  the  grave. 
While  Pity  fooths  whom  Medicine  cannot  fave  ! 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  GEORGE  JEFFREYS  *,  ESQ.^;^ 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  BOWLlNG-G  REE  N  HOUSE 
AT    STOCKS    IN   HERTFORDSHIRE,    MAY,    1746. 

BY       THE       SAME. 

T7^  R  O  M  this  fweet  place  to  you  I  write, . 

•*-     Where  every  objeft  charms  the  fight. 

A  rihng..theatre  of  hills 

To  North  and  Eaft  the  profpe^i  fills 

With  flocks  and  woods ;  a  grove  behind, 

Where  oft,  to  penfive  thought  Inchn'd, 

I  rove ;  and  call  the  learned  dead 

To  life  J  while,  perching  o'er  my  head, 

-'*  Of  this  ingenious  Poet  fome  fpecimens  ihall  be  given.  N. 
•C4  The- 
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The  birds,  foft-warbling,  footh  the  breaft. 

And  gently  lull  to  grateful  reft. 

Here  rich  perfumes,  from  bloflbm'd  trees> 

Regale  the  fmell  with  every  breeze. 

Behold  each  leaf  and  vernal  flower 

Difplay  the  wife  Creator's  power. 

And,  opening  by  degrees,  unfold 

Jts  curious  texture,  clofely  roU'd. 

Yon  rifing  nefts,  fo  nicely  wrought. 

Appear  the  work  of  heavenly  thought  5 

Guided  by  this,  the  chemift  bee 

Plans  with  fuch  frugal  fymmetry 

Her  waxen  dome ;  then,  ftudious,  fills 

With  Nature's  fweets;   which  fhe  diftills 

From  herbs  and  flowers. — To  pleafe  the  tafte. 

Yon  garden  *  yields  a  plain  repaft 

Of  various  pulfe;  delicio\j^s  fare  ! 

When  Summer's  funs  enflame  the  aSr. 

At  morn  or  eve,  for  our  delight. 

For  health- and  keener  appetite. 

By  hoptri.  of  cenqueft  fir'd,  we  roll. 

O'er  the  fmooih  lawn,  the  winding  bowl. 

But  ceafe,  fond  Mufe,  thy  chearful  ftrain  j 
A  gloom  o'erfpreads  this  happy  plain  : 
Iso  more  this  vernal  fcene  can  pleafe 
The  tufted  hills,  and  bloffom'd  trees. 
Since  good  Favonius  t>  day  by  day, 
Bends  to  the  grave  with  fwift  decay. 

*  A  kitchen-garden,  adjoining  to  the  Bowllng-grccn.    D# 
+  John  Duncombe,  efq.  the  author's  brother,  then  in  a 
Tcry  declining  ftate  of  hcalt)u    D. 

With 
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With  him  the  woods  now  feem  to  figh. 
The  winds  in  hoarfer  murmurs  fly  ; 
The  cowflips  fade  j  the  birds  prolong 
In  heavier  notes  their  jarring  fong  : 
More  fad  fweet  Philomel  complains  ; 
Ceafte,  ceafe,  my  Mufe,  thy  chearful  drains  ! 

DESCRIPTION    OF    STOCKS- HOUSE, 

AND    THE    COUNTRY    ABOUT   IT.       1739. 
BY    JOHN    DUNCOMBE,    ESQ;,  OF    STOCKS. 

"OENEATH  a  fleep,  but  green  and  chearful  hill, 

"^  This  ancient  venerable  manfion  *  ftands* 

Its  front  two  colonades  of  elms  o'erlook, 

And  fkreen  it  from  the  piercing  eadern  blafts. 

Through  the  high  arches,  as  in  perfpe£live. 

O'er  a  wide  field  of  waving  corn,  is  feen 

A  hanging  wood  ;  whofc  clofe-embowering  trees 

Gradual  afcend  ;  and  feem  to  touch  the  clouds  ; 

Eclipfing  for  a  time  the  rifing  fun. 

The  hill  commands  a  lovely  vale,  which  yields 

A  various  profpe6l  to  the  wandering  eye. 

The  fituation  and  the  manfion  low, 

Both  fuit  the  owner's  unafpiring  mind. 

Content  with  what  kind  Providence  bellows. 

He  envies  not  the  glaring  pomp  of  courts. 

Nor  covets  wealth,  nor  higher  would  afcerul 

Than  to  the  fummit  of  that  healtliful  hill, 

*  Taken  down  and  rebuilt  by  Arnold  Duncombe,  efq.  tnc 
aushor's  fon,  in  1773,  not  a  year  before  his  death.    P. 

From 


26        MISCELLANY    POEMS. 

From  whence,  without  repining,  he  beliolcis 
UnnumberVi  fields  and  meadows  not  his  ovvnj 
Joyful  looks  down  upon  his  humble  cell, 
And  blelTes  Heaven  for  his  propitious  lor. 

Clofe  on  the  Weft  a  little  garden  lies, 
For  ufe,  not  pleafure,  rais'd  ;  bordering  on  this, 
A  level  green  ;  from  whence  a  theatre 
Of  hills  we  view  :  part  crown'd  with  lofty  woods, 
Part  cloath'd  with  tiirf,  and  fprcad  with  bleating  flocks^ 
Which  to  the  eye,  at  diftance  feen,  appear 
Like  a  green  filken  robe  with  ermine  ipots. 
Another  fide,  a  walk  of  vaulted  limes 
(Like  fome  high  Gothic  temple's  nave  fuperb) 
Leads  to  a  wood  of  venerable  beech, 
Whofe  awful  fhade  fecludes  the  mid-day  fun  ; 
For  contemplation  fir,  and  calm  recefs  ! 
The  turtle  here,  to  footh  the  penfive  mind, 
Cooes  to  his  mate  in  melancholy  llrains  : 
Here  darkling  fmgs  the  wakeful  niglvtingale, 
The  various  wood-lark,  and  the  tuneful  thrufh  ; 
Mufic,  to  Reafon's  ear  more  charming  far 
Than  the  fam'd  concerts  on  the  banks  of  Thames. 

The  cleanly  dairy  of  the  neighbouring  farm, 
Frefli  from  the  cow,  fupplies  her  milky  flore  ; 
Sweet  as  the  ne6^ar  of  old  Homer's  Gods  ! 

Yet  one  thing  ftill  is  wanting  to  complete 
The  beauties  of  this  wild  romantic  fcene ; 
(But  where  's  the  place,  or  who  the  happy  man. 
That  to  perfe£lion  lays  a  jufl  pretence  ?) 
!No  fweiling  tide,  cr  ger.tly-murmuring  rill, 

Flows' 
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FIo'.vs  through  the  garden,  or  the  fertile  fields  ; 
But  tVoni  the  cavernM  earth  we  raife  the  ftream 
By  a  huge  wheel,  a  length  of  cah  e  ftrong, 
And  chain,  to  flow-afcending  bucket  fix'd  ; 
But,  when  at  laft  with  weary  fteps  obtain'd, 
'Tis  milky  fweet,  and  as  the  cryftal  clear ; 
But  toil  enhances  every  gift  of  Heaven. 
Blellings  like  thefe,  ev'n  with  a  fmall  eftate. 
To  a  well-nurtur'd  mind  can  give  content ; 
"More  will  not  fiii  the  mifer's  craving  heart. 

ODE         TO  rvl     O     R     N     I    N    G. 

BY      MISS       P  E  N  N  I  N  G  T  O  N  ^^ 
TT  A  I  L,  rofeate  Morn  !  returning  light  I 
-*■-*■  To  thee  the  fable  Queen  of  Nighc 

Reiuftant  yields  her  fway  ; 
And,  as  flie  quits  the  dappled  fKies, 
On  glories  greater  glories  rife. 
To  greet  the  dawning  day. 
O'er  tufted  meads  gay  Flora  trips ; 
Arabia's  fpices  fcent  her  lip^ ; 

Her  head  with  rofe-buds  crown'd  ; 
Mild  Zephyr  haftes  to  fnatch  a  kifs, 
And,  fluttering  with  the  tranfient  blifs. 
Wafts  fragrance  all  around. 
*  Daughter  of  the  Reverend  Mr.  Pennington,  Reclor  ox 
Huntingdon.     She  died  in  1759,  at  the  age  of  25.     She  is 
juftly  celebrated  by  Mr.  Duncombe,  in  «'  The  Feminead," 
(Pearch's  Colleclion,  vol.  IV.  p.  j  84.)  for  her  "  Copper  Far- 
*'  thing,"  which  is  preferved  in  "  The  RepofitorjV  publilhed 
by  Dilly  in  1777,  vol.  I.  p.  13 r.     Her  «  Ode  to  a  Thrufh" 
is  in  DodQey's  Colhaion,  vol.  V.  p.  313.     N. 

2  The 
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The  dew-drops,  daughters  of  the  Morn, 
With  fpangles  every  bufli  adorn, 

And  all  the  broider'd  vales ; 
Their  voice  to  thee  the  linnets  raife, 
The  lark,  foft-trilling  in  thy  praife, 

Aurora,  rifing,  hails  ! 
While  Nature  now,  in  lively  vefl: 
Gf  gloffy  green,  has  gaily  drefl 

Each  tributary  plain ; 
While  blooming  flowers  and  bloflom'd  trees, 
Soft-waving  with  the  vernal  breeze, 

Exult  beneath  thy  reign  ; 
f^hall  I,  with  drowfy  poppies  crownM, 
By  deep  in  filken  fetters  bound, 

The  downy  God  obey  ? 
Ah,  no  ! — Through  yon  embowering  grove. 
Or  winding  valley,  let  me  rove, 

And  own  thy  chearful  fway  ! 
For  Ihort-iiv'd  are  thy  pleafing  powers  j 
Pafs  but  a  few  uncertain  hours. 

And  we  no  more  ihall  trace 
Thy  dimpled  cheek  and  brow  ferene; 
Or  clouds  may  gloom  the  fmiling  fcene^. 

And  frowns  deform  thy  face. 
So  m  life's  youthful  bloomy  prime. 
We  fport  away  the  fleeting  time, 

Regardlefs  of  our  fate  ; 
But,  by  fome  unexpe6Ved  blow. 
Our  giddy  follies  we  fhall  know. 

And  mourn  them  when  too  late  ? 

A  RID- 
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A        RIDDLE. 

•BY      MISS       PENNINGTON 

AURORA,  dad  in  rofy  vefl:, 
•^  •*-  (Her  hair  with  dewy  woodbines  drefV) 
Blufhing-to  make  Apollo  v\^it. 
Had  now  unbarr*d  the  Eaftern  gate  ; 
And  Phoebus  driven  his  fiery  fleeds 
O'er  azure  plains  and  ftarry  meads; 
'^.^'hen  I  on  moffy  bank  reclin'd, 
'Yet  not  to  mofly  bank  confin'dj 
For  I  in  courts  and  cities  rove. 
Though  woods  and  lawns  1  chiefly  lovei 
The  powder'd  Beau  I  often  deck, 
And  fometimes  cling  round  Chloe's  neck. 
Or  tie  the  waving  auburn  hair. 
Or  grace  the  flipper  of  the  Fair; 
Around  her  bed  I  often  hover, 
And  oft  the  ufeful  toilet  cover ; 
The  fplendid  barge  fometimes  adorn, 
And  en  the  peacock's  tail  am  borne  ; 
•In  village-church  am  often  found. 
The  hallow'd  walls  I  mantle  round  ; 
Am  ever  at  the  Poet's  call. 
And  add  a  charm  to  gay  Vaux-hall  j 
On  ancient  venerable  tomb. 
And,  midft  brown  fhade  of  cloifler'd  gloom. 
Where  mofs  and  ivy  twine  around> 
»In  dreary  afpecl  J  am  found.; 

But 
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But  when  the  cottage  Maid,  fo  gay. 
To  hail  the  pleafing  month  of  May, 
With  ruflic  dance,  and  ruftic  fong, 
In  neat  arrav  trips  light  along, 
"With  gayell  looks  I  then  appear, 
With  her  adorn  the  rifing  year ; 
And,  when  Death  Inatches  her  away. 
Will  not  forfake  the  lifelefs  clay. 
But  live  upon  her  turfy  grave. 
To  fhew  how  much  I  am  her  Have. 

HYMN  TO  THE  MORNING  STAR. 

BY   JONATHAN    RICHARDSON*,    ESQ^ 

T)  E  R  M I  T  me,  faireft:  planet,  while  I  gaze, 

^     By  thee  my  thoughts  beyond  thy  fphere  to  raife  ; 

Beyond  thy  kindred  planets,  far  away 

To  worlds  remote,  and  everlafting  day; 

To  him,  on  whom  unnumber'd  fyftems  call, 

Ev'n  higheli:  Aiigels,  to  the  God  of  all  ! 

Lord  of  the  dawn,  nor  perfeft  dav^  nor  night, 
I  joy  to  view  thy  mild,  yet  piercing  light. 
Pride  of  the  morning  !  quickly  will  appear 
A  fiercer  beam,  but  not  fo  pure,  fo  clear  ; 

*  A  portrait-painter  well  efteemetl,  chiefly  for  his  colour- 
ing :  but  fince  his  death  (which  happened  101743)  known 
aifo  to  the  world  hy  the  truly  original  colouring  of  his  poeti- 
ira!  Sketches,  which  he  ftyles  ^'  Morning;  Thoughts,"  publilh- 
<sd  ir.  Svo.  in  1 776  with  notes  hy  his  fon  (then  lately  dead).    D. 

Thy 
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Thy  fprig^litly  rays  peculiar  charms  btflovv, 

Diftinft  from  all  our  mortal  (cmc  can  know, 

Yet  inoffcnfive  '.  influences  fweet 

Flow  thence  }  not  peililence,  nor  fcorching  heat, 

No  thunder  to  be  heard,  no  florms  to  rage, 

Quiet  the  ocean,  as  the  golden  age. 

Brightelt  next  thee,  this  cannot  Sirius  boafl. 

And  can  Orion  :  alk  the  frighted  coafl. 

Sweet  harbinger  of  day  !  Leucothoe  fmiles, 

Spreading  her  palenefs  o'er  the  Eaftern  Ifles: 

Aurora's  kindhng  brightnefs  will  not  ftay ;  * 

Their  floating  manes  the  rofy  fteeds  difplay,  \ 

Her  golden  car  is  trolling  on  the  way.  J 

0  !  linger  yet,  ye  Goddefles,  forbear; 

1  longer  would  enjov  my  lovely  Star  ! 
Too  foon  you  call  Apollo  from  his  reft. 
His  chariot  not  prepar'd,  nor  horfes  dreft. 
I  rather  would  my  Phofphorus  behold. 
His  temper'd  radiance,  than  Apollo's  gold  ? 

Pride  of  the  Morn  !  pour  forth  thy  brighteft  rays, 
While  I  thy  beauty  and  thy  goodnefs  praife. 
Thou  lead'H:  the  morning  with  fofr  pace  along, 
Infpiring  Nature's  univerfal  fong  ; 
Though  moift  with  rofeate  dew,  no£l:urnal  air. 
Bright  are  thy  locks,  thy  countenance  is  fair. 
With  joyous  eyes,  and  fouls  refrelh'd,  we  fee 
Thy  face,  O  Phofphorus  -!  and  welcome  thee. 
Tfhe  Winter's  ravages  thou  view'ft  fecure  ; 
Pitying  the  various  ills  that  raen  endure  ; 
Delight'ft  to  fee  the  fragrant  bloomy  fpring ; 
To  kften  when  the  woods  awake  and  fing  ,• 

Pleas'<l 
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Pleas'd  to  behold  the  ripening  fruit  and  grain. 
The  fanning  Zephyrs,  and  refrefhing  rain ; 
On  the  fmooth  lake  to  caft  thy  parting  beam, 
Or  dance  upon  the  river's  purling  ftream  j 
Thy  face  reflefted  on  their  glafs  to  view. 
If  not  obftru61:ed  by  the  rifing  dew  : 
But  when  the  fweetefl  feafon  's  paft,  and  keen 
The  froward  Eaft,  thy  rays  are  brighter  feen. 

When  thoufand  thoufand  ftars  adorn  the  Iky, 
Apollo  diftant,  nor  Diana  nigh; 
On  the  dim  azure  all  but  feebly  fhine. 
All  modeftly  their  beauties  veil  to  thine. 
The  dawn  appears  ;  and  now  the  drovvfy  day 
Steals  on,  with  gentle  hand,  his  mantle  grey  j 
The  ftarry  hoft  by  troops,  though  flow,  retire, 
All  fade  and  die  before  the  riling  fire  j 
Sole  regent  thou,  till  great  Apollo's  beam, 
Level'd,  proclaims  the,  crown  belongs  to  him. 
When  Cynthia 's  prefent,  thou  on  her  canft  gaze. 
And  deck  the  heavens  with  thy  diftinguifh'd  blaze  ; 
With  her  canft  meet  Apollo,  though  with  awe, 
ISIor  long  before  the  Queen  of  Night  withdraw. 
A  light  fo  pure,  fo  bright,  furrounds  the  blefl. 
In  the  glad  regions  of  eternal  reft  ! 

Thy  near  approaches  to  the  lordly  feat. 
The  fpring  of  unexhaufted  light  and  heat, 
Fill  thy  fair  orb  with  thofe  refulgent  ihowcrs ; 
How  dark  and  cold,  comparatively  ours ! 
Equal  thy  globe,  more  wonderful  thy  fpeed  $ 
So  vigorous  thy  Pegafean  ftecd  i 

Thoa 
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Thou  wak'fl  the  labouring  hand*,  and  feera'ft  to  fay, 

"  Arife  !  begin  the  bufinefs  of  the  day  !" 

To  him  doft  kindly  offer  fome  relief, 

Whofe  flumbers  were  forbid  by  pain  or  grief. 

Thou  doft  delight  my  healthv  aftive  mind, 

And  ftill  expefting  thee,  with  pleafure  find. 

Thy  fmiles  dart  on  me  an  approving  light, 

Infpire  my  verfe,  and  guide  my  hand  to  write. 
Tell  then,  O  Phofphor!  faireft  planet,  tell, 

Who  on  thy  hills  and  flowery  meadows  dwell  > 

Who  in  thy  ever-verdant  forefts  ftray, 
And  on  thy  banks  of  pearly  currents  play  ? 

Who  breathe  thy  chearing  odours,  while  thy  Snrifjg 
Eternal  does  our  Maker's  praifcs  fmg  ? 
What  eyes  undazzled  can  thy  luftre  fee  ? 
What  bodies  bear  the  heat  beflow'd  on  thee  * 

Lovely  each  form,  and  ravifhingly  fair. 
Their  motion  graceful,  and  divine  their  air  ; 
Ne£lar  their  drink  ;   ambroiia  is  their  food  ; 
And  pureft  fpirits  flow  from  pureft  blood  ; 
With  conftant  health,  with  heavenly  vigour  bk-ft, 
Still  exercis'd,  yet  never  wanting  reft  f . 
The  comfort  we  receive,  when  clos'd  our  eyes. 
To  them  variety  of  a£l  fupplies. 

*  Bentley  would  not  have  failed  to  make  a  long  note,  to 
prove  the  author  gave  *'  hind  ;"  and  it  would  be  of  a  piece- 
with  mod  of  Horace  and  Milton,     y.  R.  Jan. 

f  This  was  a  natural  thought  for  my  father,  who  was  the 
moft  aclive  man  alive,  and  always  regretted  tJbe  necellity  of 
11  c?p.     ld;m. 

Vol.  YL  D  No 
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Ko  wars,  dilTenfions,  or  cabals,  have  they; 

All  read  the  laws  of  Nature,  and  obey  : 

The  rack  of  fear  and  doubting  hope  unknown, 

Ingratitude,  or  villainy,  is  none. 

All  there  is  love  and  peace,  ferene  the  mind  ; 

Or  warm  good-will,  the  agitating  wind. 

In  innocence  they  pafs  their  tranquil  days, 

Succeflive  pleafures,  and  perpetual  praife. 

Thofe  fteady  minds,  untempefted,  difdain 

To  owe  their  happinefs  to  grief  or  pain ; 

For  tranfient  vifitors  alone  are  they. 

Who  wound  but  fligbtly,  and  who  never  ftay. 

]SIo  fuperftition,  folly,  cufiom,  law, 
Here  keeps  wife  Nature's  appetites  in  awe : 
No  danger  of  excefs,  reproach,  or  fhame  ; 
Reafon  and  appetite  are  here  the  fame. 
Though  Paflion  warms,  they  are  not  Paffion's  Have  ; 
They  inftantly  polTefs  whate'er  they  crave. 
No  calumny  thofe  happy  regions  know  5 
With  friendfhip  unreprov'd  the  fexes  glow. 
The  tender  rapture  is  no  ftranger  here. 
But  free  from  jealoufy,  and  doubt,  and  fear: 
Belov'd,  the  virgin  loves  ;  and  grants  the  joy  ; 
And,  only  to  improve  dchght,  is  coy. 
Pure  is  the  blifs,  no -confequence  they  dread; 
And  in  old  age  flill  blooms  the  genial  bed. 

When  length  of  days  bids  Nature's  powers  decline, 
Their  fhare  of  life,  contented,  they  refign  ; 
Dying,  they  enter  in  a  purple  cloud. 
To  be  no  more,  or  tafte  fome  unknown  good. 

The 
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The  good  fupreme  the}'  know  no  caufe  to  fear ; 
No  legiflators  and  no  priefls  are  here. 

Not  free  their  will,  nor  with  temptation  try'd, 
Their  God  their  King,  their  Father  is  their  guide. 
As  all  things  here  inariimate  oh:;y  ; 
There  Reafon's  powers  th'  obfequious  paffions  fway. 
One  all-informing,  all-fuftaining  foul 
Governs  each  part,  and  animates  the  whole  ; 
No  rebel  man's  or  Angel's  voice  is  heard  ; 
No  angry  God  is  there  provok'd,  or  Devil  fsar'd. 
All  ftand  fecure,  impoffible  to  fall, 
And  everlafiing  good  is  all  in  all  ! 

Henceforth,  whene'er,  O  Phofphor  !  I  behold, 
Whether  in  Summer's  breeze,  or  Winter's  cold. 
From  my  fafe  window,  or  fome  diftant  hill. 
From  field,  grove,  terrace,  dell,  or  fuming  rill. 
Thy  early  circlet;    I  my  harp  will  firing, 
But  to  an  inflrument  more  noble  fing, 
A  grateful  heart  !    Nor  fiiall  the  praife  be  tliine, 
But  his  by  whom  I  fing,  and  rhou  doH:  fhine  *  ! 
Nov.  18,  173  a. 

■*  On  the  above  verfes  (communicated  to  liinfi  by  Mr. 
Duncombe)  Archbiihop  Herring  exoreiTed  himfelf  as  follows  : 
**'  The  inclofed  verfes  did  atiufe  me  extremely.  There  is  ge- 
**  nius  in  them,  and  I  wilh  his  lyftem  at  the  end  was  as  prac- 
•'  ticable,  as  rt  is  fair  and  beautifni ;  for,  I  fuppofe,  (notwith- 
*'■  (landing  our  philofophy  gives  fuch  high  encomiums  to  free- 
*'  will)  that  there  is  not  a  poor  mortal,  (were  he  to  take  his 
*'  eftimate  from  this  life)  but  would  have  been  glad  to  be  pla- 
"  ced  inan  xmfinning  oi^efrience.  '^vx  Deo  aliter  'vijum^  and, 
<'  perhaps,  the  thought  ct  v/iihir.g  it  othtrrwife  than  it  is 
**  may  be  prefumptuous."  £cc  lie.  ring's  Letters,  p.  143.  N. 
T)  t  D  E 
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DE    MINIMIS    MAXIMA. 

A  U  TORE    LU  DOVICO    BUNCOMBE*. 

"O'Xigua  crefcit  dc  glande  altilkma  quercus, 
■*— '  Ec  tandem  patulis  furgit  in  aftra  comis  : 
Dumque  anni  pergunt,  crefcit  latilTima  moles  ; 

Mox  fecat  aei^uoit-as  bellica  navis  aquas. 
Angliacis  hinc  faina,  falus  hinc  nafcitur  oris, 

Et  glans  eft  noftri  prsfidium  imperii. 

TRANSLATION    OF   THE   FOREGOING. 
BY     MR.     CHRISTOPHER     PITTj 

NOT    PRINTED    IN    HIS    WORKS. 

T?  ROM  a  imall  acorn,  fee  !  the  oak  arife, 
-*•     Supremely  tail,  and  towering  in  the  Ikies  ! 
Queen  of  the  grovf. !  her  ftately  head  fhe  rears, 
Her  bulk  increahng  with  increaiing  years  : 
Now  moves  in  pomp,  majeftic,  o'er  the  deep. 
While  in  her  womb  ten  thoufand  thunders  fleep. 
Hence  Britain  boafts  lier  far-extended  reign, 
And  by  th'  expanded  acorn  rules  the  main, 

*  See  this  ingenious  young  gentleman's  verfes  to  the  me- 
mory of  Mr.  Hughes,  in  the  Englilh  Poets,  vol.  XXII, 
p.  14. — He  was  fecond  fon  of  John  Buncombe,  Efq.  of  Stocks, 
(iee  p.  24.)  ;  and  died  at  Merton  College,  Oxford,  where  he 
was  a  gentleman  commoner,  December  26,  1730,  in  the 
twentieth  year  of  his  age.  .  N. 

WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN  IN  THE  FOLDS  OF  A  PIN-PAPER, 
BY  MR.  PITT ;  NOT  IN  HIS  WORKS. 
,F  old,  a  hundred  Cyclops  frrove 


O" 


To  forge  the  thunder-bok  for  Jove  j 
I  too  employ  a  hundred  hands, 
And  travel  through  as  many  lands.. 
A  head  I  have,  though  very  fmall, 
But  tlien  I  have  no  brains  at  all. 
The  mifer  locks  me  up  with  care, 
Clofe  as  his  raonev,  all  the  year. 
When  John  and  Joan  are  both  at  fl:rife, 
'Tis  I  find  money  for  the  wife. 
At  court  I  make  the  ladies  fliine, 
I  grace  ev'n  gracious  Caroline  : 
And,  though  I  often  take  my  wav 
Through  town  and  country,  land  and  fea, 
I  'in  neither  fifh,  flefh,  nor  herring, 
And  now  I  live  with  goody  Verring '' 


% 


THE    C  O  U  N  T  E  R  -  H  U.N  T. 

A  Reply  to  Dr.  Coney's  Verfes  againft  Hare  and  Duck. 
BY    THE   SAME;    NOT    IN    HIS  WORKS. 
O  U  R  E  'tis  enough  to  make  one  flare, 
'^  To  fee  a  Coney  hunt  a  Hare ; 
And  when  in  that  he  fails  of  luck. 
To  leave  the  Hare,  and  hunt  the  Duck. 
Doftor,  you  yet  may  lofe  the  day, 
At  once  the  chafer  and  the  prey  ; 
The  Hare  and  Duck  may  turn  upon  ye, 
And,  at  long  run,  hunt  down  the  Coney.- 

''^  A  feller  of  pins  at  Blandford.   '  Pi  t  t. 

D  3  SONG, 

4  49  5  8 
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SONG,   BY  ROBERT   WOLSELEY*,  ESQ^ 

A   H  !  blame  me  not,  if  no  defpair 
'*•  ^     A  paflion  you  infpire  can  end  ; 
Nor  think  it  firange,  too  charming  fair. 

If  Love,  like  other  flames,  afcend. 
If  to  approach  a  Saint  with  prayer 

Unworthy  Votaries  pretend ; 
Above  all  merit,  Heaven  and  You 
To  the  Sincere  are  only  due. 

Long  did  Refpe^l:  awe  my  proud  aim, 
And  fear  t'  offend  my  madnefs  cover, 

Like  you  it  Hill  rcprov'd  my  flame, 

And  in  the  Friend  would  hide  the  Lover. 

But,  by  things  that  want  a  name 
1  the  too  bold  truth  difcover. 

My  words  in  vain  are  in  my  power. 

My  looks  betray  me  every  hour. 

A        FRAGMENT. 
BY     JOHN     HUGHES,     ES  CLU  i  r  e. 


O 


NOT    PRINTED    IN    HIS    WORKS. 

!  fav,  ve  Saints,  who  fhine  in  realms  above, 


And  tune  your  harps  to  fmg  eternal  love, 
When  fhall  my  voice  attain  your  high  degree  ; 
When  fhall  my  foul,  from  clouds  of  forrow  free. 
Hear  your  celeftial  fong,  and  aid  the  harmony  ? 


} 


*  Of  whom,   fee  vol.  I.  p.  13S.   vol.  XL  p.  lo;;.     N. 

A  MORAL 
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A       INI  O  R  A  L       REFLECTION. 

BY     MR.     J  A  B  E  Z     HUGHES*, 

T  N  vain  we  reach  at  joys  ;  in  vain 

-■-     Through  labours  ftruggle  to  renown  ; 

Soon  as  the  hop'd-for  good  we  gain, 

And  call  the  flying  bhfs  our  own. 
The  withering  hand  of  cruel  Fate 

Throws  all  the  brittle  building  down. 
And  cuts  the  thread  of  life,  and  clofes  up  otir  date  ? 

Pompous  a  while  fantaftic  man  appears, 
And  idly  vaunts  his  fpan  of  years ; 
Then  yields  to  Keaven  the  wanciering  breath  it  gavct 
And  lilent  wades,  forgotten  in  the  grave  ! 
So  the  gay  flowers,  that  on  the  bloomy  piain 

Blufh  in  their  morning  pride  around, 
At  noon,  l)v  fudJen  fnowers  of  rain. 

Are  w?,{h'd  away,  and  fcattejrxl  on  the  ground. 

H  YM  N. 
*■  Younger  brother  of  Mr.  Joan  Huglies,  aud,  like  him,  a 
votary  of  the  Mufes,  and  an  excellent  fcholar.  He  pt  b- 
lilhed,  in  1714,  a  tranOation  of  "  The  Rape  of  Profefpiae," 
from  Claudian,  and  "  The  Story  of  Sestus  and  Eridho," 
from  Lucan's  Pharfalia,  book  vi.  in  Svo.  Thefc  tranlla- 
tions,  with  notes,  were  reprinted  in  i^iinu,  in  1723.  He  alfi 
publilhed,  in  1717,  a  tranHatioa  of  Sue::onius's  "  Lives  of  the 
<'  Twelve  Cacfars,"  and  traailated  fevtral  "  l^ovels'"  from 
the  Spanilh  of  Cei-vantes,  which  are  inserted  in  "  The  ftlect 
<''  CoUeclion  of  Novels  and  Hiftorie^,"  printed  for  Watts, 
1729.  He  died  January  17,  173',  in  the  forty-iiAth  year  of 
his  zgc.  A  volume  of  his  ^'  ?/Iiicellanies  in  Verfe  and 
D  4  "  Profe" 
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HYMN.     BY    MR.   J  A  B  E  Z    HUGHES. 

R  O  M  every  quarter  of  the  fky, 
Angelic  bower,  and  blefl:  abode, 
Ye  awful  Hofis  who  dwell  on  high, 

Aflemble  to  the  throne  of  God. 
Thither,  ye  Cherubim,  who  guide 

The  mcalur'd  motion  of  the  fl:ars, 
And  o'er  the  glittering  orbs  prefide. 

Informing  the  revolving  fpheres  ; 
Who,  on  the  numerous  worlds  around, 

Pour  down,  from  blazing  funs,  the  day, 
In  all  your  pomp  of  glory  crown'd, 

With  prompt  obedience  wing  your  way  ! 
To  your  Creator's  name  infpire 

The  fong;    and  with  melodious  noife, 
The  harp,  and  fwcetnefs  of  the  lyre, 

Touch  ikilfully,  and  give  them  voice. 
Let  the  deep  organ  utter  round 

Its  fvvelling  notes,  and  waken  joy  j 
And  the  clear  trumpet's  princely  found 

Break  loudly  forth,  and  fill  the  fky. 
And  let  the  bright  Arch- Angel  raife 

The  pealing  iymphony  divine  ; 
And  in  the  abundance  of  his  praife. 

Your  choral  voices  gladly  join. 

*^  Profc"  was  publifhcd  in  1737.  His  widow  accompanied 
the  lady  of  governor  Byng  to  Barbadoes,  and  died  there  in 
1740.  See  "  Letters  of  Eminem  Perfons,"  vol.  I.  p.  160.  N. 

A  N 
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AN    ADDRESS     TO    VALENTINE, 
ON    THE    RETURN    OF    SPRING. 

BY     THE     REVEREND     MR.     SAMUEL     SAY*. 
NOT     PRINTED      IN      HIS     WORKS. 

TTAIL  !  beft  of  Bifhops,  and  of  Saints  the  beft  ; 

-*--*■  By  flaming  Love  diftinguifli'd  from  the  reft; 

By  Love,  the  life  in  heaven,  and  bufinefs  of  the  bleft. 

Love  made  the  world  !  'Twas  Love  alone  could  draw 
The  difagreeing  feeds  to  Nature's  law  : 
Heaven  favv  th'  effects  of  Love,  and  blcfs'd  them  when 
it  faw. 

Hence,  mighty  Saint,  thy  power;   deriv'd  from  Love, 
Thy  great  commifTion  reaches  sli  above, 
And  earth  and  fea  beneath,  and  all  that  live  and  move. 

*  This  gentleman,  who  v.-as  the  fon  of  an  ejefted  minilter 
of  Southampton,  after  having  been  fome  years  Paftor  of  a 
diflenting  congregation  at  Ipfwich,  fucceeded  Dr.  Caiamy 
in  Weftminller,  in  the  year  1723.  Soon  after  his  death, 
which  happened  April  la,  1743,  ^^  ^^^  *S^  of  68,  feveral  of 
his  poems,  and  two  effays  in  profe,  were  publifhed  in  one 
volume  in  quarto,  by  fubfcription.  The  latter,  one  of  which 
is,  "  On  the  Harmony,  Variety,  and  Povrer  of  Numbers  in 
*'  general,"  and  the  other,  "  On  thofe  of  Paradife  Loft  in 
"  particular,"  have  been  much  admired  by  perfons  of  tafte 
and  judgement.  His  only  daughter  is  married  to  Mr.  Toms, 
a  diffenting  minifter  at  Hadleigh  in  Suffolk.  See  "  Letters 
*'  of  Eminent  Perfons,"  vol.  I.  p.  19.     N, 

Thou 
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Thou  call'fl  the  flowers :  they  feel  the  glad  command  ; 

On  funny  banks  in  fmiling  rows  they  ftand,       [hand. 
Broke  from  their  mother's  womb,  and  dreffc  by  Nature's 

By  thee  the  birds  falute  the  welcome  Spring ; 

In^'pir'tl  by  thee  and  Love,  in  pairs  they  fmgj 
\\' itli  mufic  and  with  joy  the  woods  and  valleys  ring. 

Fierce  tigers  yield  to  thee.     To  hear  thy  voice, 
TJie  gentle  hind  and  rugged  bears  rejoice, 
And  fifbes  feud  the  waves  to  meet  their  happy  choice. 

See,  fee,  the  chearful  morn  !  how  bright  it  fhines  ! 
With  larger  fleps  the  fun  his  courfe  reclines, 
As  confcious  of  thy  day,  and  favouring  thy  deligns. 

All  wed  below,  and  he  above  would  wed  ; 
The  youthful  Earth  has  dreft  her  fragrant  bed. 
And  promifes  her  lhadcs,to  Ihroud  his  radiant  head. 

At  his  approach,  the  ftorms  and  winter  fly  5 
The  joyful  bride  her  fnowy  veft  lays  by. 
Nor  does,  untimely  coy,  her  naked  form  deny. 

Ah  !  could  thy  power  fo  warm  Lucretia's  heart, 
And  make  the  winter  there  and  cold  depart ;     [fraart ! 
How  wouldTt  thou  blefs  a  wretch,  and  eafe  his  raging 

Could'lT:  thou  but  make  her  foul  confent  with  mine. 
And  with  her  heart  her  anfwering  hands  to  join, 
For  tbee  fhould  Phoebus  fmg,  and  all  the  tuneful  Nine. 

While  I,  in  anniaal  forgs,  thy  name  would  raife. 
Thy  day  fliould  ftand  above  the  reft  of  <lays. 
And  lovers  blefs  the  Saint,  and  crown  my  head  with  bays ! 

FR  AG^ 
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FRAGMENT.     BY    MR.     SAY. 
NOT     IN     HIS     WORKS.; 

HA  I  L,  native  foil  !    thy  flowery  dales,  with  fhadc 
Of  ftately  elms  and  fpreading  beeches  brown. 
Oft  may  I  lonely  haunt,  with  penfive  thought 
Delighted  ;    wliile  the  evening  bird,  conceard 
In  thickell  covert,  tunes  her  mournful  long, 
And  fooths  my  ravifh'd  ear.     Here  may  I  lead 
My  life  unknown,  and  wear  my  years  away 
In  harmlefs  plcafurcs  pure  ;   far  from  the  crimes 
Of  guilty  cities  ;  till,  like  mellowing  fruit, 
On  the  fair  ground  that  nourifh'd  me  I  fall. 
And  clofe  my  eyes  where  firll  they  faw  the  li^ht. 
Meanwhile,  Urania,  deign,  beneath  this  roof. 
Though  plain,  yet  neat,  to  dwell  j   and  blefs  thy  fon, 
Enamour'd  !  fprinkle  from  the  facred  well 
With  hallow'd  waters'  powerful  charm,  to  chafe 
Vice  from  the  guarded  door ;   that  nought  profane 
May  dare  to  violate  the  Mufes'  feat, 

WRITTEN  IN  A  STORM.       BY  THE  SAME. 

TTARK  !  the  loud  Thunder  rattles  through  the  f^y! 
-■"  -*-  The  Ocean  foams,  and  lifts  its  billows  high : 
The  fohd  Earth  from  her  foundation  ihakes. 
And  every  human  heart  with  terror  ouakcs. 
Sinners  feel  only  fear :   Their  Father's  voice 
The  Righteous  own,  and  tremble  and  rejoice, 

T  O 
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T  O    M  R.     THOMAS    GODFREY, 
OF     HODEFORD    IN     KENT. 

IN    ALLUSION    TO    HORACE,     BOOK    I.    EPISTLE    IV. 

BY     MR.     SAY.     NOV.    17,     1698. 

"T^  EAR  friend,  whom  favouring  Providence  allows 

■^^^   A  fruitful  foil,  that  round  a  pleafant  feat 

Lies  various ;   paflure,  arable,  or  wood  ; 

A  plain  with  riiing  hills  inclos'd  :  what  now 

Shall  the  divining  Mufe  fuppofe  to  engage 

Your  thoughtful  hours  ? — Or  in  fome  grove  retrr'd 

You  walk  unfeen ;   in  contemplation  high 

Rais'd  up  above  the  world,  and  fee  beneath, 

CompalTionate,  the  cares  and  fond  defigns 

Of  reftlefs  mortals,  always  in  purfuit  , 

Of  what  they  always  have  j  ftill  heaping  up 

Stores  to  be  us'd,  yet  never  ufe  their  ftores. 

O  blind  of  heart  !  the  blifs  v-e  fcek,  behold 

Already  in  your  hands  ! — Or  elfe,  with  eyes 

Fix'd  on  fome  grave  difcourfe,  you  now  perhaps 

Confult  with  antient  fages  how  to  guide 

Your  life  by  Wifdom's  rules,  enquiring  ftill 

What  moft  befeems  the  good  t'  enquire. — Bleft  man  ' 

To  whom  your  wealthy  fire  has  left  enough. 

Though  with  a  partial  hand  ;  and  God  reveal'd 

The  fecret  known  to  few,  to  very  few, 

"  That  half  a  great  eftate  (as  the  wrong'd  Bard  * 

To  a  greedy  brother  fung)  is  more  than  all." — 

Happy  :  who  well  have  learnt  the  precious  art 

■^  Heficd. 

Te 
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To  value  right  his  gifts,  and  freely  ufe 

What  God  has  freely  fent;    nor  will  be  bought 

With  rich  tenr.ptations  to  enflave  your  hours, 

And  quit  the  eafe  Heaven's  kindnefs  has  indulg'd. 

What  can  the  careful  mother  more  requefl 

For  her  lov'd  fon,  than  to  be  wife  and  good  ; 

Able  to  fpeak  his  fenfe  ?  that  vigorous  health 

And  public  fame  and  favour  may  attend 

A  well-fpent  life,  and  a  neat  table,  fpread 

With  wholfome  food  convenient,  though  not  rich. 

Yet  never  poor  ?   All  beyond  this  is  mere 

Incumbrance,  and  the  wifh  of  fools,  who  toil 

As  if  they  were  to  raife  a  flock  to-day. 

From  which  to  fpend  for  ages !  Wifely  you 

Enjoy  the  prefent  bleffings,  and  depend 

On  heaven  for  what  Ihall  be.     This  hour,  you  think, 

May  prove  your  lafl  ;    and  hence  to-morrow's  fun, 

As  unexpeded,  will  more  grateful  rife. 

THE  NAMES  CUT  IN  THE  BARK   OF  A  TREE 

IN    ELHAM   PARK   IN    KENT. 

BY      MR.       SAY. 

TO      THE      TREE. 

■p  AIR  Beech,  that  bear'ft  our  interwoven  names 

Here  grav'd,  the  token  of  our  mingled  flames, 
Preferve  the  mark  j  and,  as  thy  head  fnall  rife. 
Our  loves  Ihall  heighten  till  they  reach  the  Ikies  j 
The  wounds  in  us,  as  thefe  in  thee  (hall  fpread. 
Larger  by  time,  and  fairer  to  be  read. 

Standj 


46  MISCELLANY    POEMS* 

Stand,  facrcd  tree  f   here  ftill  inviolate  (land. 

By  no  rude  axe  profan'd,  by  no  unhallow'd  hand. 

Be  thou  the  tree  of  Love,  and  here  declare, 

That  once  a  nymph  was  found  as  true  as  ihe  was  fair  ! 

TO        A        LADY, 

WORKING  A  FLOWERED   PETTICOAT 

FOR    CECILIA.      BY     MR.     SAY. 

T>  LEST  garment,  that  fhall  thofe  fofc  limbs  enfold, 

■^-^  Proud  of  thy  flowing  train  and  mingled  gold : 

And  blefl  the  hands,  whofe  artful  fingers  foim 

The  myflic  flories  which  that  robe  adorn  ! 

Oh!   had  but  Nature  more  my  make  rehn'd, 

And  with  the  man  the  female  foftncfs  join'd  ; 

Then  undiflinguifh'd  might  my  fhape  remain. 

Like  Thetis'  fon  amid  the  virgin  train  ; 

Then  for  her  wear  my  needle  Ihould  have  wrought 

Embroider'd  figures,  by  my  patTion  taught; 

Love  would  direft  my  artlefs  hands,  and  guide 

The  {lender  thread  through  the  fine  woof  to  Hide  ; 

Here  I,  my  fex  conceal'd,  the  gentle  fire 

Would  into  her  unwary  breaft  infpire, 

While  near  me  the  bright  dame  (affe£led  pride 

And  modeft  virgin-blulhes  laid  afide) 

In  native  innocence  fecure  fhould  fland, 

Commend  mv  labours,  and  approve  my  hand  : 

What  nor  my  pen,  nor  faultering  tongue,  could  dare, 

The  bolder  needle,  fearlefs,  fliould  declare  ; 

And  the  dumb  fhadow's  filent  voice  proclaim 

Mv  humble  love,  and  court  the  haughty  dame. 

O  N 
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ON     THE     DEATH    OF 

LESBIA'S      GREEN -BIRD. 

BY     MR.     HENRY     N  E  E  D  L  E  R  *. 

A  H,  haplefs  bird  !  has  then  untimely  death 
'^^^  Silenc'd  thy  throat,  and  ftopp'd  thy  tuneful  breath? 
No  more  thy  plumes  their  faded  verdure  boaft, 
Dim  are  thy  little  eyes,  and  all  their  luilre  lofl ! 
No  longer  mufl  thy  chearful  notes  delight 
Fair  Lelbia's  ear  ;  thy  beauteous  form,  her  fight ; 
No  more  will  fhe  each  morn,  with  pleafing  care, 
Frefli  food  for  thee,  and  fragrant  greens  prepare, 
Whilft  fluttering  wings  and  brifker  chirps  confefs 
Thy  rifing  joy,  and  grateful  thanks  exprefs. 

*  Of  the  Navy-office,  a  young  man  of  genius  and  fcience, 
piety  and  virtue  ;  the  grandfon  of  Colonel  Needier,  a  Roy- 
alift,  who  ferved  under  General  Monck,  about  the  time  of 
the  Refioration.  His  faculties  were  impaired,  and  his  death 
(which  happened  in  17 18,  when  he  was  only  twenty-eight 
years  of  age)  accelerated,  by  his  fedentary  life,  and  intenfe 
application,  principally  to  the  mathematicks.  A  fmall  vo- 
lume of  his  works  was  coile£led  and  pubiifhed  by  his  friend 
Mr.  Buncombe  in  1724,  of  which  there  have  been  three 
editions.  His  name-fake,  Accomptant-general  of  the  Excifc- 
office,  and  for  many  years  iirft  violin  at  the  Crown  and  An- 
chor concert,  or  academy  of  antient  muflc,  v/ho  died  in  1760, 
and  whofe  life  Sir  John  Hawkins  has  given  in  his  "  Hiflory 
^' of  Mufic,"  was  not  his  nephew,  as  that  gentleman  fup- 
pcfes,  (vol,  V.  p.  124,)  but  his  firft  coulin.     I>. 

Proud 
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Proud  to  be  tended  by  a  hand  fo  fair, 
Well-pleas'd  thou  lofs  of  lil^erty  could'fl  bear. 
Nor  envy'd  other  birds  that  range  in  open  air. 
Thee  chief  mufician  of  her  feather'd  choir, 
Fair  Lefbia  held,  thee  moft  fhe  did  admire  : 
Oft  would  Ihe  praife  thy  fweet  harmonious  lay, 
And  liflen  to  thy  fong  the  live-long  day. 
Moan,  all  ye  birds  of  Lefbia's  concert,  moan 
In  doleful  notes  your  warbling  partner  gone  : 
Let  wreaths  of  night-fhade,  and  of  baneful  yew, 
Each  cage  adorn,  or  fprigs  of  cyprefs  flrew. 
This  theme  let  every  tender  Poet  chufe  ; 
Let  Lelbia's  lofs  employ  each  gentle  Mufe  ; 
Henceforth  let  none  Corinna's  parrot  name, 
Bnt  Lelbia's  green-bird  fill  the  trump  of  fame. 


PROLOGUE    TO    JULIUS    C^SAR. 

SPOKEN     AT     ST.     PAUL'S     SCHOOL, 
JANUARY      27,      1712. 

BY       MR.       NEEDLE  R. 

^HOULD  Shakfpeare's  ghoft  return  again  to  light, 

^  And  fee  us  play  his  Caefar  here  to-night. 

How  v/ould  he  fmile  to  view  our  mimick  rage, 

And  little  heroes  ftrut  along  the  flage, 

To  f«i;e  in  miniature  his  lofty  fcenes 

A£led  by  beardlefs  Statefmen  in  their  teens  ! 

Yet  our  green  age  may  judly  plead  our  caufe. 
Procure  our  pardon,  if  not  gain  applaufe. 

2  In 
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In  great  and  worthy  things,  th'  attempt  alone 
May  claim  fome  portion  of  deferv'd  renown. 
The  thirll  of  fame,  the  very  love  of  praife, 
A  noble  generous  turn  of  foul  betrays  : 
^Tis  this  the  panting  hero's  mind  excites 
To  tafks  of  glory,  and  his  toil  requites. 
'Twas  love  of  fame  that  Cajfar's  bofom  fir'd 
With  aftive  valour,  and  his  bread  infpir'd 
O'er  the  whole  globe  to  ftretch  the  Roman  fwav, 
And  make  the  diftant  poles  their  laws  obev. 

Impell'd  by  this,  what  dauntlefs  fouls  can  dare. 
Let  marchlefs  Marlb'rough's  mighty  deeds  declare  ; 
Great  Marlborough  !  in  whofe  accomplilh'd  mind 
All  Cxfar,  but  his  vices,  we  may  find  ; 
Who,  in  a  jufter  caufe,  and  not  his  own. 
Has  Caefar's  conduft  and  his  courage  (hown. 

Yet  not  to  thirft  of  fame  alone  we  owe 
Heroic  a£lions,  but  to  beauty  too  : 
Oft  your  refifllefs  charms,  ye  fhining  Fair, 
In  worthy  deeds  may  juftly  claim  a  Ihare  ; 
Love  oft  the  noble  martial  flame  infpires. 
And  at  your  eyes  the  hero's  bofom  fires, 
Who  for  your  fmiles  dots  Honour's  paths  purfue. 
And  conquers  nations,  but  to  conquer  you. 

EPIGRAM.     BY    MR.     N  E  E  D  L  E  R. 

T^ELIVER'D  in  a  dull  and  lifclefs  frrain, 
-*-^^   The  beft  difcourfes  no  attention  gain  j 
For  if  the  orator  feems  half  afleep, 
He  '11  fcarce  his  auditors  from  fncring  keep. 
Vol.  VL  E  WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN     UNDER     AN     O  A  K. 
BY      MR.      NEEDLE  R. 
AIL,  friendly  plant  !  beneath  the  fliade 
By  whofe  wide-fpreatling  branches  madcj, 
Extended  on  the  grafs  along, 
1  meditate  my  carelcfs  fong, 
Provok'd  by  birds  that  tune  their  lays, 
And  winds  that  vvhifper  in  thy  fprays. 
When  1  furvey  thy  flatelv  head, 
And  aged  trunk,  with  mofs  o'erfpread. 
Diviner  thoughts  enrich  my  brain. 
And  lift  me  to  a  loftier  drain  ; 
Thus  Mona's  *  Bards  receiv'd  of  old 
The  fecrets  they  the  people  told  ; 
Whilft  whifpering  Genii  of  the  air 
Infpir'd  the  truths  they  did  declare. 
Could  I  compofe  a  deathlefs  fong, 
Like  thee  majeftic,  lofty,  flrong  ,• 
To  thee  my  grateful  Mufe  Ihould  raife 
Some  trophy  worthy  of  thy  praife  ; 
With  fadelefs  leaves  tin*  head  fhould  crown. 
And  make  thee  equal  in  renown 
To  royal  Charles's  f  ftarry  tree, 
That  twinkles  o'er  the  fouthern  fea  j 
I  'd  tell  how  Jove's  imperial  mind 
Was  pleas'd  with  thy  majeiHc  kind  ; 

*  The  Tile  of  Anglefey,   frequented  by  the  Druids.  H.  N. 

*  f  Dr.  Halley  has  difdnguilhed  one  of  the  fouthern  conftella- 

tlons  by  the  name  of  Robur  Carolinum,  or  Charles's  Oak.  Id, 

(Who  ^ 


U  N  D  E  R     A  N     O  A  K.  5  r 

(Who  from  the  thunder's  biafiing  firokc 

Ever  exempts  his  favour'd  oak  ;) 

And  oaken  wreaths  the  brows  did  grace 

Of  victors  in  the  dufiy  race  : 

But  this  my  verfe  in  vain  uould  frrive  5 

My  verfe,  which  canno:  thee  furvive. 

MR.     N  E  E  D  L  E  R     TO     A     LADY, 

OFFERING  TO  TELL  THE    AUTHOR    HIS    FORTUxVi". 

/^  H  L  O  E,  you  well  my  fate  mav  fhow, 

^^  Which,  whether  good  or  bad,  from  you  mull  flow. 

With  needlefs  care  you  fearch  the  ftars  and  Ikies  j 

No  ftars  can  influence  me,  but  thofe  bright  eyes. 

The  Gods,  that  govern  by  fupreme  decree, 

In  their  own  minds  may  all  events  fotefee. 

EPIGRAM,    BY    THE     SAME; 

OCCASIONED     BY    READING      AN     INSIPID      SATJRf 

AGAINST    SIR    RICHARD    STEELE,   INTITULED, 

"    INSTRUCTIONS       TO      A      PAINTER." 

WRITTEN    EXTEMPORE,    IN    1713. 

"PAINTER,  one  figure  more,  at  my  requed, 
•*■    Let  on  the  living  canvafs  be  exprefl: ; 
There  let  an  afs  a  Satyr's  vifard  wear, 
Confpicuous  by  uncommon  length  of  ear  ; 
Whilll  on  the  ground  a  feeble  lion  feeh 
The  coward  fury  of  his  fpurning  heels. 

E  z  ON 
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ON  ARITHMETIC  AND  GEOMETRY. 
BY       MR.      N   E   E  D   L   E  R. 

HA  I  L,  heavenly  pair  !   by  whofe  confpuing  aid 
The  beauteous  fabrick  of  the  world  \va3  made  ! 
Led  on  hv  you,  audacious  men  forget 
The  narrow  bounds  by  envious  Nature  fet ; 
To  yon  bright  manfions  foar  with  happy  flight, 
Survey  the  flarry  realms,  and  range  through  worlds  of 
•  light ! 

TO   THE  EARL   OFROSCOMMON*; 

OCCASIONED    BY    HIS    LORDSHIP's    ESSAY    ON 

TRANSLATED     VERSE. 

FROM    THE    LATIN    OF    MR.    CHARLES    DRYDEN. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

/ 
nr^  HAT  happy  Britain  hoafts  her  tuneful  race, 

-^    And  laurel  wreaths  her  peaceful  temples  gracp, 
The  honour  and  the  praife  is  juftly  due 
To  you  alone,  illuftrious  Earl  !  to  you. 
For  foon  as  Horace,  with  his  artful  page, 
Bv  thee  explain'd,  had  taught  the  liflening  zga ; 

Of 

■*  It  would  have  been  an  acceptable  prcfent  to  the  publick, 
if  I  had  been  able  to  have  prefixed  to  one  of  thefe  volumes 
a  portrait  of  this  amiable  peer.  .  I  cannot,  however,  but 
fubmit  to  my  readers  fome  curious  particulars  on  the  fubjeft, 
which  have  been  kindly  communicated  by  a  gentleman  whofe 
name  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  dlfclofe ;  "  Mr.  Granger 
**  makes   no   mention   of   any  print  of  Lord  Rofcommoo, 

'  **  nor 
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Of  brighten;  Rards  arofe  a  fkilful  train. 
Who  fweetly  funj^  in  their  imnnortal  ftrain. 
No  more  content  great  Marc's  fteps  to  trace, 
New  paths  we  (earch,  and  tread  unbeaten  ways. 
Ye  Britons,  then,  triumphantly  rejoice  ; 
And  with  loud  peals,  and  one  confenting  voice, 
Applaud  the  man,  who  does  unrivald  fit, 
**  The  fovereign-judge  and  ai  biter  of  wit !" 

For,  led  by  thee,  an  endlefs  train  fhall  rife  - 
Of  Poets,  who  Ihall  climb  fuperior  Ikies  ; 

Heroes 

»*  nor  can  I  find  any  account  of  a  piclure  of  him  ;  but 
**  Dr.  Chetwode's  Mf.  Life  of  him  fays,  if  I  remember  right, 
**  that  the  print  prefixed  to  his  Poems  [I  fuppofe  he  means 
"  fome  edition  of  his  Poems  in  the  latter  end  of  the  bft 
*•  or  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  century]  was  very  ]ike 
**  him  ;  and  that  Lord  Rofcommon  very  ftrongly  refembled 
*'  the  famous  Lord  Strafford.  By  the  bye,  all  the  Biographrrs 
"  feem  to  have  been  ignorant  as  to  the  degree  of  relationihip 
"between  thefe  twoperfor.s  ;  and,  what  is  very  extraordinai-i.-, 
*'  Dr.  Chetwode  himfclf  does  not  appear  to  have  known  how 
**  nearly  they  were  related.  The  facl  is,  that  Lord  Rofcommon 
*' was  Lord  Strafford's  ncpheiv  ;  his  father.  Sir  James  Dilloi-,, 
"  the  third  earl  of  Rofcom-.non,  having  married  Elizabeth 
*'  the  youngeft  daughter  of  Sir  William  WentvVorth,  of 
**Wentworth  Woodhoufe,  , in  the  county  of  York,  lifter  to 
**  the  Earl  of  Strafford.  Hence  Lord  Rofcommon  was  chrli- 
*<  tened  ^fnrwor^/j  ;  and  probably  was  born  in  i6'33,  when 
**  Lord  Strafford  w^as  in  Ireland.  His  father  died  at  Lin.e- 
**  rick  in  1649.  The  Poer,  on  the  fecond  of  November,  1674, 
*'  married,  as  his  fecond  wife,,  Ifabella  daughter  of  Matthe^v 
E   3  *' EoyntoB^ 
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Pleroes  and  Gods  in  worthy  veife  fhall  fing, 
And  tune  to  Homer's  lay  the  lofty  ftring. 

Thy  works  too,  fovereign  Bard  *  !  if  right  I  fet. 
They  fliall  tranflate  with  equal  majefly ; 
While  with  new  joy  thy  happy  fhade  fliall  rove 
Through  the  bled  mazes  of  th'  Elyfian  grove, 
And,  wondering,  in  Britannia's  rougher  tongue 
To  find  thy  heroes  and  thy  Hiepherds  fung, 
Shall  break  forth  in  thefe  words  •  "  Thy  favour'd  name. 
Great  heir  and  guardian  of  the  Mantuan  fame  ! 
How  (hall  my  willing  gratitude  purfue 
With  praifes  large  as  to  thy  worth  are  due  ? 
Though  taftelefs  Bards,  by  Nature  never  taught. 
In  wretched  rhymes  difguife  my  genuine  thought ; 

*'  Boynton,  efq.  of  Yorkfhire.  This,  I  believe,  has  not  been 
**  mentioned.  As  to  what  the  Biographers  fay  af  Lord  Straf- 
*'  ford's  fending  over  for  him,  after  the  breaking  out  of  the  civil 
*'  nuars,  and  placuig  him  near  his  country-feat  in  Yorkfhire, 
<*  it  muft  be  a  miiiake.  If  Lord  Sirafiord  fent  for  him  at  all, 
*'  it  muft  have  been  at  fome  earlier  period  ;  for  he  himfelf 
*'  v/as  beheaded  btfore  the  civil  war  can  properly  be  faid  to 
<'  have  begun.  Probably  he  brought  his  nephew  with  him 
*^  from  Ireland  in  1640,  on  his  return  from  his  government. 
**  It  is  not,  I  believe,  generally  known  that  all  the  particulars 
*'  of  Lord  Rofcommon,  related  by  Fenton,  are  taken  from 
*'  Chetv/ode's  Memoirs  of  that  nobleman,  with  which  he  pro- 
*'  bably  v/as  furnilhed  by  Mr.  Thomas  Baker,  who  left  them, 
*'  With  many  other  Manufcripts,  to  the  Library  of  St.  John's 
*'  College,  Cambridge.  The  Life  of  Lord  Rofcommon  is 
*'  very  ill  written,  full  of  high-church  cant  and  common- 
<*  place  obfervation."  N, 
*  Virgil.     H.  N. 

a  Though 
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Tliough  Homer  now  the  wars  of  godlike  Kings 

Ih  Ovid's  foft  enervate  numbers  finj^s; 

Tuneful  Silenus.  and  the  matchk-fs  verfe 

That  does  the  birth  of  infant  worlds  rehearfe. 

Atones  for  all  :  by  that  my  refcued  fame 

Shall  vie  in  age  with  Nature's  deathlefs  frame  j 

By  thee  the  learned  fong  fliall  nobly  live. 

And  praife  from  every  Britifh  tongue  receive. 
Give  to  thy  daring  genius  then  the  rein, 

And  freely  launch  into  a  bolder  ftrain  ; 

Nor  with  thefe  words  my  happy  fpirit  grieve  : 

*  The  lall  good  ofEce  of  thy  friend  receive  *.' 
On  the  firm  bafe  of  thy  immortal  lays, 

A  nobler  pile  to  thy  lov'd  Maro  raife  ; 

My  glory  by  thy  Ikill  fhall  brighter  Ihine, 
With  native  charms  and  energy  divine  ! 
Britain  with  juft  applaufe  the  work  fhall  read. 
And  crown,  with  fadelefs  bays,  thy  facred  head. 
Nor  fhall  thy  Mufe  the  graver's  pencil  need. 
To  draw  the  hero  en  his  prancing  fteed  ; 
Thy  living  verfe  fhall  paint  th'  imbattled  hcfc 
In  bolder  figures  than  his  art  can  boafc. 
While  the  low  tribe  of  vulgar  writers  flrlve. 
By  mean  falfe  arts  to  make  their  verfions  live  3 
Fcrfake  the  text,  and  blend  each  fterling  line 
With  commenis  foreign  to  my  true  defign  ; 
My  latent  fenfe  thy  happier  thought  explores, 
And  injur'd  Maro  to  himfelf  rellorcs." 

*  "   Cape  dona  extrcma  tucrv.m  ;"    the  motto  to   Loid 
Rofcoir-inon's  ElTsy.    H.  N; 

E  4  -  ON 
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ON  MR.   BAYES'S*   DRAMATIC   PIECES. 

BY     NICHOLAS     R  O  W  E,     E  S  Q^ 

NOT    PRINTED    IN    HIS    WORKS. 

"TX7  I  T  and  tlic  Laws  had  both  the  fame  ill  fate,         ^ 
^  ^    And  partial  Tyrants  fvvay'd  in  either  flate.  1 

Ill-natur'd  Cenfare  would  be  fure  to  damn 
An  alien  Wit  of  independent  fame  ; 
While  Bayes,  grown  old,  and  harden'd  in  offence, 
Was  fuiFer'd  to  write-on  in  fpite  of  fenfe  ; 
Back'd  by  his  friends,  tW  invader  brought  along 
A  crew  of  foreign  words  into  our  tor.gue, 
To  ruin  and  enilave  the  free-born  Enghfh  fong; 
Still  the  prevailing  faftion-propt  his  throne, 
And  to  four  volumes  let  his  plays  run  on. 

ON  A  PENCIL,  SENT  TO  HIS  WIFEf. 

BY    THE    LATE    HON.    THOMAS    HERVEyJ. 

T)OOR  fenfelefs  utenfii,  could  you  but  know 
-^    What  wondrous  powers  to  Hervey's  hand  you  owe; 
The  truth  and  wit  that  on  your  traces  dwell, 
Whene'er  llie  urges  you  her  thoughts  to  tell : 
How  proud,  how  bleft,  how  envy'd  muft  you  be. 
To  kifs  your  prompter,  and  its  ditTlates  fee  ! 
Angels  and  men  might  at  your  blifs  repine. 
Divided  .hus,  'twixt  fenlual  and  divine. 

*  I>ryden.     N. 

f  She  had  been  Mifs  Anne  Coghlen  of  Ireland.     D. 

X  Third  fon  of  the  firfl:  Earl  of  Briftol,  and  uncle  to 
the  prefent,  well  known  by  his  genius  and  eccentricity,  both 
■which  are  very  apparent  in  his  Letters  to  Sir  Thomas  Han- 
rr.tr,  and  other  publications.    D. 

H  O  R  A  C  E, 
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ON    A    LADY»S    H  A  N  D  -  WR  IT  I  NG, 

BY    GEORGEJEFFREYS*,     ESQ^ 

'N  charafters  fo  fair,  we  trace 
Eliza's  charming  hand, 
That  Heaven  alone,  who  forra'd  her  face. 

Could  fwecte'r  ftrokes  command. 
The  beauties  there  by  Nature  wrought 

Excell  the  writer's  art: 
For  here  the  wondering  eye  is  caught. 
But  there  the  wounded  heart. 

HORACE, 

*  This  gentleman,  v/ho  was  educated  at  Weftminfter 
fchool  under  Dr.  Bulby,  was  the  foil  of  Chriftopher  Jeffreys, 
cfq:  of  Weldron  in  Northampconlhire,  and  nephew  to  James 
theSthlordChandos.  Hewas  admitted  of  Trinitv  CoIIegejCam- 
bridge,  in  1694,  where  he  took  the  degrees  in  arts,  was  elefted 
fellow  in  1 701,  and  prefided  in  the  philofophy-fchools  as  mo- 
derator in  1706.  He  was  alfo  fub-orator  for  Dr.  Aylotfe,  and 
not  going  into  orders  within  eight  years,  as  the  ftacutes  of  that 
college  require,  he  quitted  his  fellowniip  in  1709.  Though 
Mr.  Jeftreys  was  called  to  the  bar,  he  never  pra£lifed  the  law, 
but,  after  a£ting  as  fecrctary  to  Dr.  Hartftonge  bllbop  of 
Deny,  at  the  latter  end  of  queen  Anne's  and  the  beginning 
of  Gforge  the  Firft's  reign,  fpent  moft  of  the  remainder  of  his 
life  :n  the  families  of  the  two  laft  dukes  of  Chandos,  his  re- 
lations. In  1754  he  publiihed,  by  fubfcription,  a  4to  volume 
of  "  Mifcellanies,  in  Verfe  and  Profe,''  among  which  are 
two  tragedies,  (viz.  "  Edwin"  and  "  Merope,"  both  adled 
at  the  theatre-royal  in  Lincoln's- Inn-fields)  and  "  The  Tri- 
v.mnh  of  Truth, '  an  oratorio.  "  This  colleciron  (as  the 
author  obferves  in  his  dedication  to  the  prefent  duke  of  Chan- 
dos, then  marquefs   of  Carnarvon,)  includes   an    uncommon 

length 
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HORACE,      BOOK     II.       ODE     IX, 

IMITATED     BY     THE    SAME. 

'IpHOUGH  tempefrs  long  may  tofs  the  fea, 

And  Norway,  chill'd  by  winter,  mourn  ; 
Yet  Norway's  fnow  will  nnelt  away, 

When  Zephvr's genial  gales  return; 
"When  birds  and  flowers  the  fullen  year  reflorcj 
It  fighs  in  winds,  and  weeps  in  rain,  no  more. 
But  you,  eternal  mourner,  you, 

Amyntor  gone  where  all  muft  go, 
With  ever  ftreaming  eyes  purfue, 

Dwell  on  his  grave,  and  doat  on  woe  j 
Amyntor  is  by  day  the  darling  theme  ; 
And  dear  Amyntor  (till  t!ie  nightly  dream. 
Yet  Mordaunt's  f  eyes  are  dried  at  laft, 

Though  in  one  fleeting  year  he  mourn'd. 
His  angel  confort,  bright  and  chafte. 

With  two  brave  fons  to  dufl:  return'd  : 
His  fam'd  Valencia's  doom  in  his  we  trace, 
So  fignal  was  the  fhock,  fo  fhovt  the  fpace. 

length  of  time,  from  the  verfes  on  the  duke  of  Glouceftci"* 
death  in  1700  to  thofe  on  his  lordlhip's  marriage  in  1753." 
Mr.  Jeffreys  died  in  1755,  ^S^^  77-  ^^^  Letters  of  Emi- 
nent Perfons,  vol.  II.  p.  17. — In  Sir  John  Hawkins's  "  Hif- 
tory  of  Mufic,"  vol.  IV.  p.  64.  his  grandfather,  George,  is 
recorded  as  King  Charles  the  Firft's  orgaiiift  at  Oxford,  1643, 
and  fervant  to  Lord  Hatton  in  Northamptonfhire,  where  he 
had  lands  of  his  own  ;  and  alfo  his  father,  Chriftopher,  of 
Weldron  in  Northamptonlhire.  p.  323,  as  **  a  ftudent  of 
ChriH-Church,  who  played  well  on  the  organ."    The  anony.. 

mous 
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Of  matchlefs  Blandford's  +  early  fate 

The  parents  now  no  more  complain  j 
The  iifters,  funk  beneath  the  weight 

Of  pious  forrow,  fhine  again, 
Bright  as  the  moon  reflected  by  the  tide, 
Or  you,  Clemene,  ere  your  brother  died. 
Then  mourn  no  longer,  heavenly  maid, 

Amyntor  fnatch'd  in  Nature's  prime ; 
Mufl:  Beauty  too,  by  grief  decay'd, 

Be  loft,  like  him,  before  the  time  ? 
Think  on  ihofe  eyes,  and  then  from  tears  refrain  j 
Or  muft  Philander  always  fue  in  vain  ? 

ODE,     BY     MR.     JEFFREYS, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  CHARLES  XII.  KING  OF  SWEDEN, 

/^  !   ever  honour'd,  and  deplor'd  ! 

^-^   Whether  in  northern  fkies  ador'd, 
Thy  new-born  ftar  extends  the  glittering  wain  j 

Or  near  the  balance  points  Altrsa's  fword,^ 
To  fcatrer  her's  and  Sweden's  foes  again  : 

Which  of  thy  kindred  lights,  ingrace 

To  thee  !  their  common  care  fo  late. 
Was  licenb'd  here  its  baneful  rays  to  fhed. 

Devoting  to  the  treachery  of  fate. 
And  random  ruin,  thy  anointed  head  ? 

mous  verfcs  prefixed  to  Cato  were  by  this  gentleman,  which 
Mr.  Addifon  never  knew.  The  alterations  in  thefe  Odes  are 
from  the  author's  correcled  copy.    N. 

-f-  Earl  of  Peterborough.  His  lady  died  May  13,  1709, 
his  youngeft  fon  February  24,  1709-10,  and  his  eldeft  fon 
Apr:l  6,  1710.     D. 

j  Son  to  the  great  Duke  of  JMai'lbororsh.     N. 
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What  though  thy  native  valour  fought 

PvCnown,   with  endlefs  hazard  bought; 
The  fabled  armour  forg'd  by  hands  divine, 

And  to  he.  darling  fon  by  Venus  brought. 
Was  but  a  fpirit,  and  a  caufe,  like  thine. 

O !  flain  to  Virtue,  on  the  throne 

So  rarely  found,  fo  early  gone ! 
O  fatal  end  of  all  thy  glorious  toil  ! 

And  wert  thou  thus  decreed,  and  thus  alone,  - 
To  take  polTefTion  of  the  hoftile  foil  ? 

Not  fo  the  trembling  Dane  prefag'dj 

And  other  hopes  thy  youth  engag'd, 
By  wonders  fav'd,  by  vi6lories  adorn'd  ; 

Thv  maiden  war  with  hardv  Saxons  wag' J"; 
And  thy  true  fword  by  vanquifli'd  Ruflia  mcurn'd. 

Did  Death  for  this  reprieve  its  prey, 

On  black  Pultowa's  fatal  day? 
Then  ar>grv  billows  crofs'd  thy  dangerous  flight  j 

But  perfevering  courage  found  the  way 
To  lofe  with  honour,  and  invade  with  right. 

The  velTcl,  with  its  royal  freight 

Of  virtues,  by  uncommon  fate. 
From  patriots,  heroes,  martyrs,  Saints,  deriv'd, 

Had  brav'd  the  fweliing  main's  tumulcuous  height. 
And  the  loud  war  of  wintry  winds  furviv'd  : 

When  fudden,  lo  !  it  finds  a  grp.ve, 

(Near  tliough  the  port,  and  fmootli  the  wave) 
Sunk  in  the  faithkfs  frrxh  bv  Fortune's  play ; 

Pleas'd  as  (he  was  to  dafh  the  hopes  Ihe  gave, 
And  throw  repeated  miracles  awav. 

But, 
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'  But,  Sweden  !  tnou  with  pion<i  arc 

Embalm  the  war'"i(  r's  mortal  part. 
The  euardian  relics  of  the  great  and  juft; 

And  may  the  genius  that  inflam'd  his  heart, 
Attend  his  tomb,  and  rignahzu  his  duft! 

Then,  if  thv  forrovvs  cannot  yet 

The  watchman  of  his  flock  forget, 
And  vengeance  mud  prevail,  though  long  withftood; 

This  fun  of  glory  in  a  fea  fhall  fet, 
A  fea  of  Danifh  and  of  German  blood. 

HORACE,     O  D  E    IV.     B  O  O  K    IV, 

BY     GEORGE    JEFFREYS,    ES<^ 
A  S  Jove's  imperial  bird,  to  whom  the  fway 
"*•  ^     O'er  all  the  feather'd  race  was  given  j 
(For  fo  did  he  his  trufty  favourite  pav, 
For  wafting  Ganymede  to  Heaven)  ; 
With  native  vigour,  joi.n'd  to  youthful  prime. 

Springs  from  the  neft,  though  clieck'd  by  fear. 
Unwonted  heights  with  tender  wing  to  climb. 

The  Iky  when  fummer  breezes  clear  : 
With  hoflile  rage  the  fpoiler  next  defcends 

Impetuous  on  the  bleating  told  : 
Thence,  more  alTur'd,  reluftant  dragons  rends. 

With  love  of  prey  and  combat  bold  : 
Or  as  a  kid,  on  paftures  fair  to  graze 

Intent,  the  lion's  progeny, 
Wean'd  from  his  yellow  mother's  milk,  furvcys, 
By  fangs  in  flaughter  new,  to  die  : 

Sucfc 
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Such  Drufus  the  Vindelici  beheld 

Beneath  the  Alps,  unmatch'cl  in  war  ! 
And  by  a  fage  and  youthful  leader  quell'd, 

The  troops,  viftorious,  long,  and  far, 

Prov'd  what  a  genius  and  a  mind  could  dare. 

By  precept  and  example  taught; 
And  what,  Auguftus,  thy  paternal  care 

In  either  Nero's  bloom  has  wrought. 

The  brave  beget  the  brave  :  the  bull,  the  freed. 

Are  flamp'd  upon  their  generous  race ; 
Nor  is  the  dove's  unwarlike  brood  decreed 

The  royar  eagle  to  difgrace. 

But  Culture  calls  the  hidden  vigour  forth; 

And  Virtue,  when  on  Learning  built. 
Confirms  the  heart :  in  blood  devoid  of  worth. 

The  confcious  Ihame  enhances  guilt. 

What  Rome  her  Neros  owes,  let  Afdrubal 

Be  witnefs,  that  decifive  day. 
The  firft,  that  near  Metaurus,  by  his  fall. 

From  Latium  chas'd  the  night  away  : 

When  the  dire  African  to  Mars,  among 

Th'  Italian  cities,  gave  the  rein. 
Impetuous  as  the  flame,  that  runs  along 

The  pines,  or  Eurus  o'er  the  main. 
From  that  bright  hour  the  Roman  youth  fuftain'd 

With  better  fate  the  toils  of  fight  j 
And  the  fad  fhrines,  by  Punic  foes  profan'd, 

Now  found  their  guardian  Gods  upright. 

Whca 
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'When  Hannibal  at  length  deiponding  fpoke, 
**  Like  flags,  the  prey  of  wolves,  are  we, 
And  rafhly  to  the  fight  fuch  foes  provoke, 
As  to  elude  were  vi6lory. 
■  The  warrior  race,  who  to  the  Latian  coafl. 
From  Ilium,  funk  in  Grecian  tires, 
, -Convev'd  their  Gods,  on  Tufcan  billows  toft, 
Their  offspring  and  their  aged  fires, 
'Uninjur'd,  like  the  widely-fpreading  oak. 

On  Algidus,  with  Ihade  embrown'd, 
"Defy  the  fturdv  fteel's  repeated  ftroke. 

And  draw  new  vigour  from  the  wound. 
Not  baffied  Hercules  receiv'd  a  foil 

More  grievous  from  the  fprouring  flore 
•  Of  Hydra's  heads  ;  no  greater  peft  the  foil 

Of  Thebes  or  Colchis  ever  bore. 
Plung'd  in  the  deep,  more  graceful  thence  they  fpring. 

The  fons  of  dearlv  purchas'd  fame  ; 
Though  thrown,  wi:h  vaft  applaufe  the  viftor  fling. 

And  matrons  their  exploits  proclaim. 
With  lofty  tidings  I  fhall  ne'er  again 

My  long-triumphant  Carthage  hail  : 
Loft,  loft,  in  Afdrubal  untimely  flain. 

Our  name's  beft  hope  and  fortune  fail." 
The  Claudian  hands  all  wonders  fhall  perform, 

By  Jove's  indulgent  aid  fecur'd; 
And  by  fagacious  care,  to  rule  the  ftorm 
Of  well-con ne6led  war,  inur'd*. 

*  This  Ode  (fays  Scaliger)  "  is  not  inferior  to  Plndaf  t  In 
it  Horace  has  excelled  himfelf  and  all  the  Greek  Poets;'' 
-Creech  has  omitted  it  ia  his  tranflation.    D. 
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TO      MR.      CONGREVE, 

:0  N    H  I  S    P  L  A  Y  S    AND     POEMS. 

BY     MRS.    ELIZABETH     TOLLET*. 

/^ONGREVE!  the  jufteft  glory  of  our  age  1 
^^  The  whole  Menander  of  the  Englilh  flage  1 
Thy  comic  Mufe,  in  each  complete  defign, 
Does  manly  fenfe  and  fprightly  wit  combine. 
And  fure  the  Theatre  was  meant  a  fchool. 
To  lafh  the  vicious,  and  expofe  the  fool; 

*  Daughter  of  George  Toilet,  efq.  who,  as  a  commifiioner 
©f  the  navv,  had  a  houfe  in  the  Tower  in  the  reigns  of  King 
William  and  Qu^een  Anne.  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  honoured  both 
him  and  his  daughter  with  his  friendlhip,  and  was  much 
pleafed  wi^h  feme  of  her  firft  eflays.  She  has  paid  a  grateful 
tribute  to  the  memory  of  that  great  man  in  a  copy  of  verfes, 
[p.  69.]  Her  works  (puMiihed  after  her  death,  which  happened 
in  1754)  abound  with  fe'ntiment  and  limplicity  (beauties 
rarely  to  be  found  in  modern  poems),  and  yet  are  far  from 
being  deftitute  of  fpirit  and  poetical  ornament.  Some  of  the 
poems  indeed  have  fuch  a  philofophical  caft,  and  fo  great  a 
depth  of  thought,  that  they  will  fcarcely  be  underftood  by 
the  beau  monde.  The  worthy  author's  head  and  heart  con- 
curred in  promoting  the  caufe  of  Good-manners,  Virtue,  and 
Religion.  She  would  not  fuffer  her  poems  to  appear  till  Jhe 
herfelf  was  beyond  the  reach  of  envy  or  applaufe.  They  are 
Tery  incorreftly  printed.  The  writer  of  this  note  has  them 
correfted,  with  contents  prefixed.  She  left  her  eftate  (a 
pretty  good  one)  to  her  youngeft  nephew.  Her  eldeft,  George 
Toilet  efq.  of  Be:ley  Hall  in  StafFordihire,  a  gentleman  of 
letters  and  fortune,  well  known  by  his  curious  illuftrations  of 
ShaklpcarC;  died  Oftober  22,  1779.     D, 

The 
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The  wilful  fool,  whofe  wit  is  always  (hewn 

To  hie  another's  fault  and  mifs  his  own. 

Laughs  at  himfelf,  when  by  thy  ikill  expreft. 

And  always  in  his  neighbour  finds  the  jell. 

A  fame  from  vulgar  charafters  to  raife 

Is  every  Poet's  labour,  and  his  praife  : 

They,  fearful,  coaft :  while  you  forfake  the  fhore, 

And  undifcover'd  worlds  of  wit  explore. 

Enrich  the  fcene  with  charaf^ers  unknown, 

There  plant  your  colonies,  and  fix  your  throne. 

Let  Mafkwell's  treacheries,  and  Touchwood's  rage,     -> 

Let  rugged  Ben,  and  Forefight's  timorous  age,  > 

And  Heartwell's  fullen  pafTion,  grace  the  flage  :  J 

Then  let  half-criticks  veil  their  idle  fpite, 

For  he  knows  beft  to  rail,  who  worfl:  can  write. 

Let  jufler  fatire  now  employ  the  pen. 

To  tax  the  vicious  on  the  world's  great  fcene; 

There  the  Reformer's  praife  the  Poet  A  ares. 

And  boldly  lalhes  whom  the  Zealot  fpares. 

Ye  Briiifli  Fair  !  could  your  bright  eyes  rcfufc 
A  pitying  tear  to  grace  his  tragic  Mufe  ? 
Can  generous  Ofmyn  figh  beneath  his  chain, 
Or  the  diftrefs'd  Almeria  weep  in  vain  ? 
A  kindly  pit}-  everv  breaft  mufl:  move, 
For  injur'd  Virtue,  or  for  fuffering  Love. 
The  Nymphs  adorn  Pallora's  facred  tomb, 
A-nd  mourn  the  lov'd  Amynta's  (hort-liv'd  blocni  : 
The  Learn'd  admire  the  Poet,  when  he  flics 
To  trace  the  Theban  fwan  amid  the  (kics  ; 
When  he  tranllates,  Hill  faithful  to  the  fenfe, 
He  copies,  and  improves  each  excellence. 

Vol.  VI.  F  Or 
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Or  when  he  teaches  how  the  rich  and  great, 
And  all  but  deathlefs  Wit,  mull  yield  to  Fatej 
Or  when  he  fings  the  courfer's  rapid  fpeed. 
Or  Virtue's  loftier  praifc,  and  nobler  deed; 
Each  various  grace  embellilhes  his  fong. 
As  Horace  eafy,  and  as  Pindar  ftrong ; 
Pindar,  who  long  like  oracles  ador'd 
In  reverend  darknefs,  now  to  light  reflor'd 
Shall  llamp  thy  current  wit,  and  feal  thy 
record. 


.     1 

y  fame's       C 


TPIE    PRAISE    OF     ASTRONOMY. 
FROM     OVID'S     FASTI,     BOOK    I. 

BY        MRS.        T    O    L    L    E    T. 
*'  Felices  animos  quibus  haec  cognofcere  primis. — " 

f\  HAPPY  fouls,  who  firft  afpir'd  to  cUmb, 

^^^  With  glorious  cares,  the  heavenly  feats  fublime  ! 

Who  rais'd  aloft  the  head,  to  leave  behind 

The  crimes  and  pleafures  that  debafe  mankind ! 

Nor  could  the  Cyprian  dame,  or  flowing  bowls, 

F.nerve  their  generous  breaus,  or  dull  their  fouls  ; 

Nor  the  laborious  duties  of  the  barj 

Nor  more  heroic  dangers  of  the  war; 

Nor  them  the  fumes  of  light  ambition  warm'd, 

Nor  glory  thein  with  painted  beauties  charm'd ; 

Nor  them  foiicited  the  mean  defire, 

That  fhining  drofs  and  golden  duft  infpire  : 

But  to  our  eves  the  diftant  flars  they  brought; 

And  boundlefs  aether  circumfcrib'd  in  thought. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  not  by  OlTa  on  Olympus  thrown. 
Though  to  the  ftars  afpircs  the  topmon:  cone 
Of  PeUon,  pil'd  on  both,  the  fkies  we  gain  ; 
Tis  thus  that  fcience  can  the  hea/ens  obtain. 

THE    TRIUMVIRATE    OF    POETS. 
BY       MRS.       T   O   L    L   E   T. 

"pRITAIN  with  Greece  and  Rome  contended  long 

"^  For  lofty  genius,  and  poetic  fong, 

Till  this  Auguftan  age  with  Three  was  blefl, 

To  fix  the  prize,  and  finifh  the  conteft. 

In  Addifon,  immortal  Virgil  reigns  ; 

So  pure  his  numbers,  fo  refin'd  his  frrains  : 

Of  nature  full,  with  more  impetuous  heat. 

In  Prior  Horace  fhines,  fublimely  great. 

Thy  country,  Homer  !  we  difpute  no  more. 


ON    SHAKSPEARE'S   MONUMENT. 
BY       THE       S  A   M   E. 

/^  L  D  Homer's  fancy'd  face,  a  form  unknown, 
^^  Survives  in  breathing  brafs,  or  Parian  ftone  : 
While  of  the  mind  fuch  images  remain, 
\V'e  wifli  to  raife  the  honour'd  fiiacle  again  j 
Immortal  Wit  compels  us  to  admire 
The  relique,  refcued  from  devouring  Fire. 
Such  Shakfpeare  was  ;  from  hence  Invention  took 
Tiic  fiuuious  poflure,  and  the  piercing  look. 

F  a  He, 
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He,  nobly  bold,  difdain'd  the  bounds  of  Art, 
And  fpokc  the  native  diftates  of  the  heart ; 
Could  paint  the  foftnefs  of  th'  enamour'd  maid, 
The  jealous  lover  to  his  rage  betray'd  ; 
Could  trace  the  paflions  to  their  fecret  fprings, 
Tlie  piide  of  heroes,  and  the  wrongs  of  kings  ; 
The  murderer's  guilt ;  and  whifper  in  the  ear 
What  dire  ambition  trembles  but  to  hear. 
Fairies  and  ghofts  obey'd  his  magic  wand  ; 
And  with  new  beings  fiU'd  an  unknown  land : 
Ev'n  then  he  taught  the  vifionary  throng, 
"With  ufeful  truth  to  moralize  the  fong. 
Ye  kings,  who  once  our  ancient  fceptre  fway'd, 
Though  here  in  dull  your  facred  heads  are  laid. 
Afford  the  poet's  monument  a  room, 
Whofe  Mufe  recalls  3'ou  from  the  filent  tomb. 
At  her  command,  majeftic  each  appears. 
To  claim  the  loyal  tribute  of  our  tears  ; 
The  wafte  of  civil  fury  to  difclofe. 
Their  mighty  triumphs,  and  their  mighty  woes. 
When  princes  fall,  too  great  to  fall  alone, 
We  weep  thofe  ills  our  anceftors  have  done. 
Such  was  the  Bard  * ;  true  to  his  country's  caufe. 
He  fcorn'd  to  give  fuccefsful  vice  applaufe. 
Such  may  he  ftill  remain  ;  through  every  age, 
With  patriot  virtue  to  infpire  the  ftage  ! 

•*  There  is  no  genuine  piftore  of  Shakfpeare.  That  called 
his  was  taken  long  after  his  death  from  a  perfo::  fnppofed  ex- 
tremely like  him  ;    at  the  diredion  of  Sir  Thomas  Clarges. 

Mrs.  ToLLET. 

O  N 
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ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR   ISAAC   NEWTON. 

WRITTEN    ON    THE    NIGHT    OF    HIS    FUNERAL, 
MARCH    28,    I-aj.  BY    MRS.    TOLLET. 

''T"^  I  S  now  the  night  thy  pious  friends  entrull 

■^    To  facrecl  earth  thy  venerable  dufl ; 
By  Nature  doom'd  maturely  to  expire  j 
If  life  or  fame  can  fatiate  the  deiire. 
Immortal  and  fecure  thy  name  remains. 
Which  fcarce  the  habitable  world  contains. 
Whether  thou  didft  the  level'd  tube  apply. 
To  bring  the  planets  to  thy  fearching  eye  ; 
Or  rather  through  the  heavens  thy  fpirit  flew. 
To  trace  their  motions  with  a  nearer  view  ; 
What  force  their  defrin'd  line  obliquel-.-  bends, 
And  what  in  vacuous  fpace  their  weigh.t  fufpends; 
Or  to  defcribe  how  this  terrefirial  l)all, 
Where  man,  as  in  himfclf,  has  centred  a'l. 
And  doom'd  it  ever  to  repofe  profound, 
InccfTant  fini»hes  its  ample  round 
Of  arruril  courfe  ;    or  to  the  morning  ray 
Obverts  irs  front,  or  v.hce's  to  fly  the  (.Lvf : 
To  calculate  how  ci^lant  we  admire, 
Or  how  enjoy  remote  the  folar  fire, 
Thy  foul  th'  abyfs  of  numbers  couk!  explore  5 
Tiiough  they,  like  Hydra,  multiply  their  fcore; 
Thy  mind,  enlarg'd  by  Nature  to  compute 
Her  vafteft  work,  could  trace  the  moft  minute; 
Alike  exait  to  penetrate  the  ways 
Of  fubtile  light,  and  fine  aethereal  raysj 

F  3  What 
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What  obftaclc  compels  them,  as  they  pafs, 
■To  march  diverted  through  the  pervious  glafs  j 
What  various  hues  the  lucid  pencils  paint, 
How  deep  or  glaring  foften  into  faint  ; 
By  what  degrees  their  kindred  Ihades  unite, 
And  how  their  equal  mixture  fpreads  a  white. 
Sicilia  *  now,  and  Samos  ',  flrive  in  vain 
With  Britain,  bounded  by  the  ambient  main. 
Of  folid  rocks  on  ihatter'd  navies  hurl'd, 
And  fancy'd  engines  to  remove  the  world  ; 
Of  pious  hecatombs  on  altars  laid, 
When  the  difcover'd  truth  the  fearch  repaid ; 
Much  have  we  heard,  and  fomething  we  behev'd  ; 
But  fee  the  wonders  by  thyfelf  atchiev'd. 
Bacon  and  Boyle  thy  triumphs  but  fore- run, 
As  Phofphor  rlfes  to  precede  the  Sun  : 
Kor  fhall  our  age  or  ifle  refign  the  praifc 
To  Greece,  for  Sages  born  in  ancient  days. 
Soon  fliall  the  marble  monument  arife, 
And  "Newton's  honour'd  name  attraft  our  eyes  : 
The  finifli'd  bull,  in  curious  fculpture  wrought. 
Shall  feem  to  breathe  alone,  abforb'd  in  thought. 
When  fading  letters  vanifh  from  the  wall, 
And  when  the  lofty  pile  itfelf  ihall  fall. 
Should  wading  age  and  barbarifm  confpire. 
To  fink  the  dome  ;  or  facrilegious  fire  j 
Some  future  Cicero,  in  times  to  come. 
Shall  refcue  from  ncgleft  an  Archimedes'  tomb  f . 

*  ArcblmeJes  was  born  in  Sicily;  Pythagoras  at  Samos.  T. 
-f-  See  Tofc.   Quasft.  V.  3.    Middlcton's  Life  of  Cicero, 
vol.  I.  p.  64.     T. 
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BY      MRS.      T  O  L  L  E  T. 
*'  Sancllus  his  animal,  mentifque  capacius  altse."     Ovid, 

A   SCEND,  my  foul,  and  elevate  thy  thought, 
-^  To  view  the  wonders  by  thy  Maker  wrought ; 
To  yon  bright  arch  thy  dazzled  eyes  erect, 
And  in  the  work  confefs  the  Architeft : 
Then,  looking  down,  contrafted  in  a  fpan. 
Behold  anoiiher  univerfe  in  man. 
Dufi  is  his  origin,  and  earth  his  place  r 
Bat  on  the  mother's  ildc,  though  man  be  bafe, 
Sprung  from  the  facred  fire,  to  Keaven  ally'd. 
The  confcious  foul  maintains  her  noble  pride  : 
Nor  is  it  pride  :    what  gratitude  were  due, 
Unlefs  the  value  of  the  gift  fhe  knew  ? 

*  This  effay  of  mine  v/as  occafioned  by  an  ingenious  poem 
called  "  The  Univcrfe  ;"  [by  Mr,  H.  Baker.;]  v/hlch  takes 
in  the  moft  curious  parts  of  nature  with  a  bera^tiful  varit-Ly  : 
I  think,  that  Scripture  favours  the  oppolite  lide ;  though 
here  accufcd  of  fell-love  and  arrogance.  I  refer  the  whole 
of  this  argument  to  Pfalm  viii.  v/here  it  is  exprefled  with  a 
figiiincant  and  elegant  brevity.  On  this  fubjeft  I  firfr  in- 
tended a  larger  introdu(5lion :  bu.t,  as  I  dciign  not  controverfy, 
but  contrail,  ihall  content  myfelf  with  what  I  have  pre- 
mifed.  Tollet. — This  poem  is  a  proof  of  the  being  and 
attributes  of  God,  from  the  flruclure  of  the  human  body,  and 
the  faculties  of  the  mind  ;  and  may  be  conlidered  as  a  very 
judicious  anfwer  to  what  has  been  advanced  on  the  fame  fub- 
je<ft  by  Bolingbroke  and  Pope,  tending  to  depreciate  human 
natvire.     D. 

F  4  Ko 
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No  more,  O  man  !  thy  faculties  difgrace; 

Nor  feek  to  herd  among  the  repnle  race : 

Nor  through  the  boundlefs  fields  of  aether  roam. 

Loft  in  thy  fearch — Begin  thy  fearch  at  home. 

Think  on  thy  firft  forefather,  when  he  lay 

Inanimate  \ipo:.  his  native  clay  : 

The  beautecuE  fvmmetry,  though  not  infpir'J 

With  vital  breath,  was  then  to  be  adruir'd. 

When  art  but  imitates,  in  Parian  ftone, 

The  fvvelling  mufcles,  and  the  jointed  bone. 

The  fteady  thighs,  the  ribs  with  eafy  fweep. 

Which  all  ere6l  the  ftately  pofture  keep, 

The  fupple  knee,  the  ancles  firm  to  frand. 

The  bending  fingers,  and  the  grafping  hand. 

The  neck,  with  gentle  negligence  inclin'd, 

The  lively  features  that  exprefs  the  mind; 

When  thus,  though  from  the  marble  hard  and  rude. 

With  yielding  fiefh  the  figure  feems  endued. 

How  can  its  air  to  veneration  move  ? 

Or  the  cold  ivory  warm  the  carver's  love? 

What  this  external  mold  contains  within, 

Unfeen,  unknown,  to  a£luate  the  machine  ; 

Or  why  the  whole,  or  why  the  parts  were  mad% 

Each  for  itfelf,  and  each  for  mutual  aid  ; 

Remains  to  afk.     See  !  from  the  ground  he  fprings  ! 

What  power  has  given  the  groveling  creature  wings  ? 

See  !  how  to  Heaven  he  cafts  his  opening  eyes  j 

New  to  the  fcene  of  wonders,  he  defcries  : 

Then  runs,  and  leaps,  perceives  and  underfUnds, 

And  lifts  with  fuddcn  ccllafy  his  hands; 

Say, 
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Say,  whence  am  I  ?  and  whence  thefe  obje6ls  all. 
That  flrike  my  fenfe  :  He  calls,  or  feems  to  call ; 
What  is  that  fenfe  ?  how,  downward  from  the  brain. 
The  fubtle  nerves  deduce  their  artful  chain. 
And  what  a^thereal  juice  their  tubes  contain  j 
VvHiat  to  the  ear  impulfive  air  conveys; 
^VhaL  in  the  eve  collects  the  vifual  rays, 
Let  Reafon  trace  ;  in  all  their  mazes  loft  r 
The  fmallcft  work  commends  the  artift  moft. 
Yet  ufefulnefs  of  parts  and  fenfe  acute, 
Man  but  enjoys  in  common  with  the  brute  :" 
They  move,  and  feed,  and  leave  their  like  behind  : 
To  him  a  nobler  province  is  aflign'd, 
To  worfiiip  God,  and  benefit  his  kind. 

When  from  the  fun  his  hre  Prometheus  fiole. 

Could  that  give  reafon  to  the  human  foul  ? 

That  vital  fire,  each,  as  he  likes,  explain; 

Lodg'd  in  the  heart,  or  labouring  in  the  brain. 

From  whence  the  circulating  fpirits  flow  ; 

Pleafure  or  pain  their  a6tion  may  befrow  ; 

But  'tis  the  mind  determines  blifs  or  vvoe. 

"VVho  was  it  firft  the  infant  tongue  unbound. 

And  tun'd  it  to  the  elements  of  found  ? 

The  world  of  beings  by  their  names  to  call. 

Or,  by  fofc  intervals,  to  rife  and  fall  ? 

The  mimic  parrot  echoes  what  is  taught ; 

The  fpeech  of  man  is  the  refult  of  thought  j 

The  lark  and  linnet  flrain  their  warbling  throats. 

But  not  a  word  accompanies  their  notes. 

O  !  then  to  God  thy  double  tribute  bring  ! 

Reafcn,  to  fpeak  his  works,  and  Verfs,  to  fing. 

Since 
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Since  fuch  pre-eminence  is  thine  alone, 
In  thefe  great  gifts  their  greater  Author  own  : 
Nor  doubt  that  all  was  given  to  thy  command, 
Arm'd  with  that  *  ufeful  inllrunient,  the  hand. 
To  tame  thy  valfals  of  the  air  and  land. 
By  this,  and  Reafon's  aid,  be  taught  to  fhear 
The  bleating  fheep,  and  break  the  fturdy  fteer: 
•  Thine  is  the  robe  the  curling  fleeces  yield ; 
And  thine  the  plenty  of  the  furrow'd  field. 
Go,  lure  the  falcon  from  his  airy  way  j 
Not  for  himfelf  the  fpoilcr  ftrikes  the  prey  : 
Launch'd  from  his  mafter's  hand,  he  foars  above, 
And  chafes  through  the  clouds  the  trembling  dove  j 
Or  grapples  with  the  heron,  when,  on  high. 
He  rends  her  finny  captives  in  the  fky. 
Go,  teach  the  generous  courier  not  to  fear. 
When  the  fhrill  trumpet  terrifies  the  ear, 
In  equal  rank  to  keep,  or  change  his  ground  ; 
"SyVvough  thoufands  fall,  and  thunder  roars  around* 
.■>  t>yans  and  Indians,  marching  to  the  war, 
JJhi.y  fcorn  the  fiery  fleed,  and  rolling  car  : 
Amid  the  fwarthy  hoft,  aloft  appears 
A  living  bulk,  that  crefted  turrets  bears. 
Forward  he  prclfes  on  the  adverfe  foe  ; 
While  the  bold  archer  deals  his  darts  below. 
Who  taught  to  manage  that  unwieldy  ftrength  ? 
Or,  with  the  finewy  trunk's  enormous  length, 
His  mounting  rider  to  his  feat  to  aid  ? 
Or  pierce  the  thickefi  legions,  undifmay'd, 
Though  in  impenetrable  fcales  array'd  ? 

*  See  Ray  on  the  Creation.     T. 
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When  Behemoth  *  the  ruling  voice  obeys  ; 
Or  from  the  field  his  wounded  lord  conveys  f  : 
Go  ;  from  the  mountain  fell  the  lofty  pine  : 
Since  all  the  forefts  on  his  brows  are  thine : 
And  Reafon  gives,  thy  labours  to  prepare. 
The  wedge  and  axe,  the  compafTes  and  fquare. 
Raife  the  tall  mafr,  and  rib  the  folid  fides  ; 
Build  the  flout  velTel,  that  with  winds  and  tides 
May  feek  the  regions  which  the  fea  divides ; 
Or  fteer  thy  courfe,  where,  by  the  frozen  poles, 
Leviathan  upon  the  ocean  rolls ; 
And  the  tierce  fea-horfe  lleeps  on  icy  (hoals. 
Though  he  X  the  rattling  of  thy  Ihafts  deride, 
Though  he  be  fovereign  o'er  the  fons  of  Pride, 
When  from  thy  hand  the  piercing  barb  is  thrown. 
The  monfter  trembles,  though  his  heart  be  flone  : 
Wounded  he  roars,  and  drags  the  lengthening  line, 
And,  mingled  with  his  blood,  he  fpouts  the  brine  ; 
Lafh'd  by  his  ample  tail,  the  frothy  furges  fliine  : 
Then  to  the  fhallow  Ihores  for  fafety  flies ; 
While  on  his  back  whole  groves  of  lances  rife. 
Who,  to  thefe  arts,  O  mortal  1  led  thy  way  ? 
To  rule  the  brutes,  made  thee  more  wife  than  they. 
The  wild  to  conquer,  while  ^le  tame  obey  ? 
Or,  canft  thou  doubt  that  Nature's  golden  law 
Once  kept  fpontaneous  Innocence  in  awe ; 
Though  then  the  rebel  beaft  refus'd  thy  yoke, 
When  rebel  man  to  God  his  fealty  broke  ? 

«  The  elephant.     D. 

f  Q^Curtius  Hiftory  of  Alexander  and  Porus,    T, 

^:  Job,  chap.  xli.     T. 

What 
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What  various  life  in  lefler  forms  we  fee ! 

Who  firll  inftru6):ed  the  laborious  bee. 

Not  in  our  rules  of  architecture  fkill'd, 

Sexangular  her  waxen  dome  to  build, 

To  lodge  her  brood,  and  hoard  her  lufcious  {lore  > 

Mark  !  —  and  the  great  Geometer  adore. 

Unweary'd  flie  collefts  the  flowery  bloom, 

Fpr  man  to  rifle  the  ne6lareous  comb  ; 

With  fragrant  herbs  to  temper  in  the  bowl, 

To  cool  his  veins,  and  chear  his  fainting  foul  j 

Or  dire  intcftlne  tortures  to  allay, 
The  labourij-g  lungs,  and  ftone's  impetuous  way. 
Nor  think  thy  iNlaker  was  in  part  unkind, 

And  to  minuter  objeils  leu  thee  blind. 
When  in  the  microfcope  thou  canft  defcry 
The  gnat's  fharp  fpear,  the  mufcles  of  a  fly  :■ 
Thefe  mightj  at  random,  thy  inquiry  'fcape  ; 
But  there  thou  may'ft:  examine  all  their  Ihape. 
There,  the  gav  down  of  infects  too  behold, 
Or  millions  crowding  in  the  plumb's  biue  mold; 
Or  in  the  acorn  vie.v  the  branching  tree  : 
Wifer  or  better  doll  thou  feek  to  be  ? 
Acknowledge  Him,  who  taught  mankind  to  try 
The  curious  ufe  of  that  fi6li|ious  eve. 
Look  to  yon  heaven  above  :   v  as  that  defign'd 
To  ferve  thy  wants,  or  exercife  thy  mind  ? 
Though  that  fair  moon,  to  chear  the  gloomy  nighty 
Around  thy  globe  conveys  her  borrow'd  light; 
Though  other  flars,  each  in  his  proper  fphere. 
Divide  thy  days  and  nights,  thy  month  and  year, 

Beyond 
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Beyond  thy  ken,  remoter  orbits  run, 

In  each  a  fyftem,  which  attends  a  fun. 

While  we  look  up,  and  gaze,  and  guefs  below 

At  what  we  are  i.ot  privileg'd  to  kiiowj 

How  can  thy  pride  imagine  it  fhould  be, 

That  He  who  rules  above  fhould  look  on  thee  ? 

Be  that  confefs'd  j  we  own  His  care  the  more, 

Who  taught  to  find  thofe  worlds,  unknown  before, 

Who  fummons  each  by  name,  and  numbers  all 

their  ftore. 
Nor  is  it  long,  (ince  Reafon  could  invent 
An  eye*,  to  pierce  the  diftant  firmament ; 
A  thoufand  flars  difclofing  to  our  view, 
Or  in  appearance  or  difcovery  new  ; 
But  what  from  them  to  mortals  can  accrue  ? 
Their  influence,  in  a  fpace  fo  vaft  and  void, 
Muft  all  be  dilTipated  and  deflroy'd. 
What  are  the  beings  that  inhabit  there  ? 
Or  how  their  nature  fuited  to  their  fphere  ? 
Where  would  that  Icarus  of  fancy  rove. 
And  then  drop  headlong  from  his  flight  above  ? 
Ambition  !  never  weep  for  worlds  unknown  j 
But  learn  to  be  contented  with  thy  own. 
Yet  thefe  are  thine  ;   as  deftin'd  to  conduce, 
Connefted,  to  thy  neceflary  ufe; 
As  in  their  turns  they  rife  and  difappear. 
To  point  the  rural  labours  of  the  year. 
Led  by  thefe  lights,  for  knowledge  or  for  gain, 
Launch  the  ftrong  (hip,  and  plough  the  fpacious  main  : 

*  The  tclcfcope.     D. 

And, 


78  MISCELLANY     POEMS. 

And,  on  whatever  fpot  by  tempefi:  toft, 
Explore  thy  difrance  from  thy  native  coaft. 
This  little  world,  where  we  pretend  to  fway, 
One  half,  for  ages,  undifcover'd  lay  : 
The  failor  then  (the  magnet's  aid  unknown. 
And  fcar'd  by  monfters  of  the  Torrid  zone) 
Believ'd  the  verdant  cape  the  fartheft  ground  ;  --^ 

And  all  if^yond  was  loft  in  fea  profound,  > 

Or  old  Atlantis  in  oblivion  drown'd.  J 

That  other  pole,  that  finks  beneath  our  fight,  "i 

They  doom'd  to  waters,  or  eternal  night  *  :  |> 

Not  fo  Columbus,  [and  he  judg'd  aright.]  J 

Sedate,  though  bold,  and  refolute  though  wife, 
Diflrefs,  and  ftorms,  and  envy  to  defpife, 
O'er  the  wide  waves  he  led  his  dauntlefs  crew, 
Fame,  wealth,  and  empire,  all  at  once  in  view, 
Where  other  fhores  arife,  and  flars  appear  ; 
And  the  fair  crofiers  light  the  fouthern  fphere. 
Yet  man  was  there  ;  though  rude  in  arts  like  ours. 
The  fame  in  all  his  faculties  and  powers  :  ^ 

And  with  the  fame  inventive  wit  infpir'd, 
To  find  what  his  necefiity  requir'd.  | 

Irregular  to  Heaven's  more  ufual  laws,  | 

Say,  whence  his  train  the  fiery  comet  draws  ? 
Through  what  unfathom'd  void  his  courfe  is  bound  ? 
Or  how  to  vanilh  in  the  vafc  profound  ? 

«  "  Ilium 
<*  Sub  pedibus  Styx  atra  videt  — 
**  I] lie,  ut  perhibent,  aut  intempefta  filct  nox 
*' Semper."  Virg.  Georg.  i.  243. 

Let 
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Let  Halley  this,  or  Newton  this  explain  ; 

And  fix  his  period  to  return  again  : 

While  the  pale  vulgar  fees,  with  wild  amaze, 

The  fword  of  God,  unfheath'd  for  vengeance,  blaze. 

Avert  that  omen,  Heaven  !   avert  our  guilt : 

Enough,  alas  !  of  native  blood  is  fpilt. 

Yet  neither  they  determine,  nor  prefage  :  -\ 

The  Lord  of  Hofls  commands,  when  war  fhall  rage,     > 

To  tame  the  licence  of  an  impious  age.  J 

A  mind  that  grafps  the  habitable  ball, 
Afpires  to  heaven,  and  ilrives  to  mcafure  all, 
Whether,  at  objects  fo  remote  from  hence. 
She  guefs  aright,  or  err  with  fpecious  fenfe, 
Superior  excellence  of  man  pioclaims, 
Though  oft  raiftaking  in  his  glorious  aims. 
His  boa  lied  fcicnce  by  degrees  he  gains. 
As  opening  truth  rewards  his  tirefome  pains  s 
For  that  acquir'd,  without  the  labour  try'd. 
Would  fink  its  worth,  and  elevate  his  pride. 

Labour  to  man  was  as  his  portion  given  ; 
How  juft,  and  how  benevolent,  is  Heaven! 
Tlie  foul  from  fiupid  indolence  to  raife  ; 
To  trace  the  great  Creator's  myftic  ways'. 
And  much,  O  Mortal !  to  thy  curious  m'nd  *, 
Has  Time  reveal'd  ;  and  much  remains 
Leave  that  to  Heaven,  and  know  thy 
Howe'er  important  thy  difcoveries  are. 
Another  age  demands  an  equal  fhare ; 


us  m'nd  *,  -| 

lins  behind  :  i 

V  fearcli  confin'd.  J 


*  Ecclefiafticus,  chap.  iii.  ver.  23,     "  Be  not  curious  In 
iinnecelTary  matters,'*    T. 

Number 
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Number  and  weight,  and  meafure  to  explain  *  ; 

Can  thy  fmall  heart  this  ample  world  contain  ? 

Yet  there  has  God  infix'd  the  keen  defire  ; 

Excites,  and  not  forbids  thee  to  inquire  : 

A  pleafmg  tafk  !  though  none  can  comprehend 

Its  firfl  beginning,  or  its  lateft  end. 

How  well  was  that  advice,   *'  Thyfelf  to  know," 

Afcrib'd  to  Heaven  by  fages  long  ago! 

Thy  very  doubt  of  all  thcfe  wondrous  things, 

From  that  high  monitor  within  thee  fprings. 

Daughter  of  Heaven,  my  foul  !  for  fuch  thou  art, 
(Not  of  material  elements  a  part), 
On  this  fair  fcene  thy  prefent  fenfe  employ; 
But  raife  thy  nobler  hope  to  future  joy. 
Though  Heaven  fliall  vanifli,  and  the  flars  fliall  fall, 
And  rolling  flames  dilTolvc  this  earthly  ball  j 
The  juft  in  happy  manfions  fhall  remain, 
While  worlds  Ihall  perifh,  and  revive  again. 


ON     THE     PROSPECT    FROM 
WESTMINSTER      BRIDGE. 

BY      MRS.     T  O  L  L  E  T.      175O. 

y^  ^  S  A  R  !  renown'd  in  fcience  as  in  war, 
^^  Look  down  a  while  from  thy  maternal  flar  : 
See  !  to  the  ikies  what  facred  domes  afcend. 
What  ample  arches  o'er  the  river  bend  ; 


*  Eccleliaf^es,  chap.  iii.  ver.>  11.     T. 
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What  feats  above  in  rural  profpcft  lie  ; 
Beneath,  a  ftrcct  *  that  intercepts  the  eye; 
Where  happy  commerce  glads  the  wealthy  ftreams, 
And  floating  caftles  ride.     Is  this  the  Thames  ? 
The  fcene  where  brave  Caffibelan  of  yore 
Repuls'd  thy  legions  on  a  favage  fhore  ? 
Britain,  'tis  true,  was  hard  to  overcome, 
Or  by  the  arms,  or  by  the  arts  of  Rome, 
Yet  we  allow'd  thee  ruler  of  the  fphere  ; 
But,  lafl:  of  all,  refign  thy  Julian  year. 

IN    FAR?vIA?vI    WOODWARDIANAMf. 

BY       MRS.       T   O   L   L   E   T+. 

O  Emicremata  vides  dibjc£Vis  mcenia  faxis  : 
*^     En  !  verfa  in  cincres  maxima  Roma  jacct. 
En  !   aaruni  appenfum  i  ftat  contra,  injuftaque  ferri 

Lancibus  imponit  pondera  Celta  ferox- 
Romanae  advohtant  acies,  mcdiufque  citatum 

Impeliit  torva  fronte  Camillus  equum. 
Umbo  Temper  erit  nulli  violabilis  aevo  : 

Artihces  cclant  tcmpora  longa  manus. 
Scdibus  ereptum  facratis  rite  reponet 

Fama  tamen  Domini,  pofteritafque  memor. 

*  Thames  Street,  and  the  Cuftom  Houfe.     D. 
f  Of  Dr.  Woodward's  celebrated  ihield,  a  good  account 
may  be  fecn  in  Britilh  Topogra[;hy,  vol.  I.  p.  720.     N. 

"l  Mrs.  Toilet's  Latin  poems  are  written  in  a  truly  claf- 

fical  tafte.     What  Virgil  fays  of  his  bees,  "  Crura  thymo 

plena,"  may,    in    the   metaphorical   fenfe,    be   applied   to 

Ithls  elegant  lady's  happy  allufions  to  many  paffages  in  the 

Iciaffics.     D, 

Vo  L.  VI.  G  THE 
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THE       D   E   N  H   I   L  L  I   A  D.      1747. 

OCCASIONED    BY    THE    HOUNDS    RUNNING 

THROUGH    LADY    GRAY's    GARDENS,   IN    EAST-KENT. 

BY    NICHOLAS    HARDINGE*,    ESQ^ 

'  I  ^  H  E  rage  of  rviral  (ports,  O  GoJdefs,  fing  ! 

Vv'hich  to  the  Grays  unnuinber'd  woes  did  bring; 
To  fair  Denliill  iiiipell'd  the  foaming  fleed,  -j 

And  urg'd  the  yelling  hounds  impetuous  fpeed  ;  \ 

bo  Fielding  f  vvill'd,  fo  Oxcnden  |  decreed.  ) 

'•^  Nicholas  Hardinge,  efq.  ofCanbury,  near  Kingfton  in 
Surrey,  (grandlon  of  Sir  R.obert  Hardinge  of  King's  Newton, 
in  the  county  of  Derby,  knight ;  and  father  of  George  Har- 
tiinge,  efq.  of  the  Middle  Temple,  barrifter,  and  an  eminent 
covmfel)  fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge,  many  years 
cleric  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  and  at  laft  member  of  par- 
liament for  Eye  in  Suffolk,  and  one  of  the  fecretaries  of  the 
treafury.  Ke  was  a  vorv  diligent  and  able  officer  in  both  his 
departments,  an  excellent  fcholar,  and  an  able  antiquary.  He 
married,  in  December  1738,  Jane,  fecond  daughter  of  Sir 
John  Pratt  of  Wildernefs  in  Kent  (chief  jultice  of  the  king's 
bench),  and  iifter  to  the  prefent  Lord  Camden  j  and  died  April 
9,175s.  His  Latin  poems  (in  every  meafure  and  ftile)  arc 
much  admired.  One  of  them  may  be  feen  in  p.  85  ;  and  Tome 
others  are  in  the  '*'  Muf^e  Anglicanae."  In  "  The  Poetical 
*<  Calendar,"  vol.  IX.  p.  92,  is  "  A  Dialogue  in  the  Senate 
"  Houfe  at  Camhriilge,"  by  Mr.  Hardinge,  on  fctting-up  the 
flatiie  of  Glory.  The  Beadle  was  James  Burrough,  efq. 
fellow  of  Caius  College,  afterwards  maftcr,  and  knighted  j 
■jvcll  known  at  Cambridge  as  an  architeifV.     N. 

t  Co!.  Ficluing.  D.  +  Sir  George  Oxenden.  D. 

Now 
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Now  had  the  knights,  and  dogs,  and  'fquires,  and 
Iwains, 
From  Dean's  low  dale,    to  Barham's  verdant  plains, 
Through  many  a  furrow'd  field  and  pathlefs  wood. 
One  poor  devoted  fugitive  purUied  : 
To  chcarful  Graia's  hofpitabie  feat 
She  fled,  her  wonted  cover  and  retreat; 
There,  crouching,  half  aliur'd  of  mercy's  aid, 
V^'ith  mute  renueft  the  panting  fuppUant  pray'd; 
A  garden's  privilege  implor'd  in  vain, 
iNo  bounds  the  ruffian  hunters  can  reflrain ; 
Their  lingering  dogs  the  bold  alTaflins  cheer. 
Nor  flower-I>e.ls  they,  nor  cabbages  revere  : 
Each  level'd  walk  with  foul  imprePvson  uain. 
Sweep  through  the  grove,  the  rofy  w-ild  profane, 
Nor  fpare  Maiia's  boail,  her  darling  vale  j 
Trembles  the  (hcU-work  o'er  the  polifh'd  hafe. 
Where  were  ye  then,  ye  guardians  of  the  Fair, 

Yc  iylvan  Powers,  ye  Nymphs  and  Dryads,  where  ? 

Helpiefs,  amaz'd,  your  liller  Graia  ran, 

And,  unuclighted,  faw  the  face  of  man. 

"  Halle,  children,  hafte,  th'  impatient  mother  crv'd. 

Call  in  my  ducks,  fee  where  thole  horfemen  ride  ! 

Have  I  for  them  adorn "d  that  opening  glade, 

For  them  defign'd  that  ripening  thicket's  Ihadc  ? 

Shall  thofe  fort  molded  borders,  trimly  neat, 

Yield  to  the  fierce  infulting  courfer's  feet  ? 

And  o'er  th.e  hv/n,  witli  recent  verdure  fpread. 

Shall  dogs  rufli  in,  where  I  fcarce  dare  to  tread  }" 
Car  filent  lat ;    Maria  thus  exprsil: 

An:.ious  the  thoughts  which  fluttei'd  in  her  bread: 

G  z  «»  More 
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"  More  clogs  o'erleap  the  fence,  more  foes  I  view  ; 

There  Kales  *  and  Cokie  f  join  the  madding  crew  : 

There  's  Charles  +  ;    O  will  not  him  the  gout  reprove 

Nortafte,  ftor  pitv,  nor  polirenefs  move  ? 

There  the  young  Ox,  the  rival  of  his  lire, 

Exulting  glories  in  his  youthful  fire  ; 

What,  will  not  age  fuhdue  the  father's  flame  ? 

No  place  divert  his  appetite  of  game  ? 

No  fence  repell  ?  —  Forbear,  rafh  knight,  forbear, 

Wilt  thou  undo  us  for  a  fingle  hare  ? 

Hark  !   where  the  thatch 'd  pavilion's  roof  furvcys 

Th'  extended  downs,  they  animate  the  chacej 

And  now  returning  with  triumphant  cry, 

They  wade,  I  fear,  my  nurfing  rofary. 

Did  I  for  guefts  like  thefe,  with  anxious  care, 

That  bovver's  recefs,  that  blifsful  haunt  prepare  ? 

For  impious  ravagers  that  wonder  raife, 

Plann'd  by  my  art,  the  trophies  of  my  praife  ? 

'Tis  fall'n,  'tis  fali'n" — Here  anger  check'd  her  grief, 

And  vengeful  hopes  imparted  ihort  relief. 

Not  fo  the  Mother  of  the  Grays  reftrain'd 
Her  fighs  and  tears,  all  comfort  fhe  difdain'd  j 
Her  garden's  pride  defac'd,  each  night  fhe  fees 
In  dreams,  the  hare  beneath  her  tufted  trees  ; 
And  black  Cerberean  hell-hounds  rend  her  ear. 
And  vifionary  fteeds  and  fancy'd  knights  appear. 

And  thou,  Maria,  with  thy  latefl  breath 
Shalt  feel  the  love  of  vafes  ev'n  in  death  j 
Still  in  rhofe  moments,  as  in  all  the  pad, 
•-■"  O  fave  my  rofary  !"  Ihall  be  thy  laft. 

*  Sir  Thomas  Hales.  D.  -j-  Edward  Ct)kc,  efq.  D. 

%  Colonel  Fielding.     P.  ODE, 


< 
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O  D  E%     BY     MR,     H  A  R  D  I  N  G  E. 


L' 


U  S  I,  Camenis  apt  us  et  otio, 
Qua  Trenta  dulci  fluminc  Derbise 
P-.r  prara  decurrit,  virensque 
S.lva  regit  juga  fumma  Noloi  : 

Ncc  me  fub  umbra  defidiam  brevenv 
-     Captare,  nee  me  rupibus  aviis 
Gaudere,  clivofoque  agello, 
Dedeculr,  nemorumque  Icena. 

Tecto  imminenrum  dcfuper,  et  Lares 
Lymphis  ad  imos  dehlientibus, 
Doclifque  per  pronum  nitence 
Gramsn  iter  properare  rivo. 

Culto  latentem  rure  nee  Auftricy 
Clades  labantis,  nee  Batavi  rimer. 
Callus ve  menciax,  aur  fuperbi 
Soilicitar  rabies  Iberij 

Infanienris  non  popuii  fcelus  ; 
Non  Italorum  cantlbus  er  choris  . 
AlTuera,  virtutifque  verae 

Immemor  et  pntrise,  juvsntus. 

*  This  truly  Horatian  Epiftle  the  aiuhor  defircd  h'\ 
friend  Dr.  Davies  (late  archdeacon  of  Derby)  to  put  into 
cafy  Englifli,  and  fend  to  Mrs.  Kardinge,  -vvho  had  a  great 
defire  to  know  and  admire  a  performance  of  her  hufband's 
■which  Ihe  heard  fo  much  commended.  D. — A  tranflation  of 
it  (v/hich  firft  appeared  in  "  The  Gentleman's  Magazine" 
for  1778)  is  printed  in  p.  Sj.     N. 

G  3  Jaoi 
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Jam  murmur  urbis  concidit  et  fori  ; 
Siletque  (lifcois  curia  j   definens 
Irae,  paternos  jam  fenator 

Luflrat  agros,  avibus  timendus, 
Dikfta  quauit  pr?edia  (qua  fuum 
Natura  gcftit  vincere  Kentium  *) 
Molasquc  fe  lapfu,  domoque 
Pieria,  reficit  Pelhamus  j 
Mifcere  lento  feria  callidus 
Rifu  ;  nee  idem,  confiliis  iners 
Linguave,  rem  parcit  Brlrannum 
Temporibus  dubiis  tusii. 
Nee  tu,  Poyntzi,  inglorius  in  (inu 
Fundi  cubantis  frondea  nunc  feris 
Querceta,  nunc  lauros  perennes 
Spargere  amas:   placid usne  fruflra 
Colles  ami^tos  arboribus  vides, 
Villoeque  aquarum  planitiem  adjicis, 
JEdesque  grato  quse  parumper 
Holpitio  teneant  Wilhelmum  j 
Curse  ferentem  figna  tuae,  ac,  patris 
Ritu,  paratum  Martis  lionoribus 
Fulgere,  feu  poenas  daturus 
Angliacam  petit  hoflis  oram  ; 
Seu  claiTe  Gades  vindice  Gcorgius 
Notoque  gentem  fulmine  perfidani 
Irritet;  Arctoove  reddat 
Praefidium  pelago ;  fuceve 

•  '*^WhereKent  and  Nature  vie  for  Pclham's  love."  Popr. 

Littus 
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Lictus  remotum  vifat  Americje, 
Et  Mexicanos  impcrio  regat 
Fortus,  et  Indarum  triumphet 
Dives  opum,  cLmiior  Peruvi. 

Cur  me,  rcuufla^  val!is  in  ano;Mla^ 
Civilis  ardor,  telave  rerreant 
Ad^-erfa;   Walpola,  profiimli 
Quid  deccat  dominmn,  cavente  ? 

MR.  HARDINGE'S  ODE  TRANSLATEa 

BY    T.    P.    OF    W.    COLLEGE,    OXFORD.      1778. 

^1^0  cafe  devoted  and  tiie  ]Mu(e, 

I  've  wanton'd,  luidft  a  rlu^ufand  hues, 
Where  Trenta*  gently  ftravs, 
And  wl»eTe,  in  verdant  pride  arrav'ci, 
.  Noic  f  veils  her  brow  in  fylvan  Hiadc, 
From  Phoebus'  lultry  rays. 

Idler  confefsM,  T  jov'd  to  rove, 

And  toiling  pierce  to'  impending  grove, 

Or  doze  in  fhatiy  houer; 
O'er  rocks  to  wind  mv  devious  v.t.v, 
Or  round  tb.e  (lielving  glc'oe  to  llray,. 

Rcgardlefs  of  the  hour. 

«^  The  river  Trent,   in  Derby/hire.     P. 
f  Noie-Hillsj  the  name  of  the  cleKgLcful  f.tuation  v.hcre 
the  author  refided,  near  the  Trent.     P. 
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The  limpid  flreams,  wliich  pour  amain 
From  fteeps  to  grace  the  humbler  plain, 

My  ravifli'd  gaze  delight  ; 
And  when  in  union  taught  to  flow, 
Meandering  in  the  vale  below, 

To  fofter  fcenes  invite. 
Not  flaughterVi  Aullria's  dreac'ed  fall. 
The  jealous  Dutch,  the  faithlcfs  Gaul, 

Or  proud  Iberian  ire, 
Can  hence  difturb  my  tranquil  mind, 
To  calm  obfcurity  configu'd  — 

My  breaft  devoid  of  fire. 
No  more  the  dire  ftiifguidcd  zeal 
Of  madding  multitudes  I  feel; 

Not  Siren  arts' refin'd, 
Italia's  pride  !  how  fall'n  her  youth 
From  antient  virtue,  fame,  and  truth  J 

Can  captivate  ray  mind. 
The  bufy  hum  of  men  is  o'er  j 
Hufh'd  is  the  din  of  courts;  no  more 

Each  patriot  pafTion  flows  ; 
The  fenator  now  round  his  f^rm 
Saunters,  to  guard  the  crop  from  harm. 

And  fcare  away  the  crows. 
Ke  feeks  in  thofe  Elyfian  fields, 
Where  Kent  to  Nature  fcarcely  yielJs, 

A  cultivated  home, 
Where  Mola's  *  Nymphs  can  fay  how  well 
The  Nine  with  Pelham  love  to  dwell. 

Beneath  his  Attic  dome. 
^^  The  river  Mole  runs  near  Mr.  Pdham's  feat  at  ElLer.  P, 
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Pelham  !   who  with  unbending  fmiles. 
The  tedious  toils  of  ftate  beguiles ; 

Who,  true  to  Britain's  caufe, 
lAnd  firm  in  counfel  and  debate, 
Himfelf  fupports  her  tottering  ftate, 

And  guards  her  equal  laws. 
Nor,  Poyntz,  doft  thou  inglorious  twine 
Around  the  elm  the  yielding  vine, 

To  cool  th'  enamel'd  fcene; 
With  carelels  art  nor  vainly  toil, 
To  deck  the  bofom  of  the  foil. 

With  clafrer'd  ever-green  ; 
The  oak -clad  hills  that  milder  glow 
Reflected  from  the  lake  below, 

Nor  fpread  their  charms  in  vain. 
United  with  thy  fecial  eafe, 
V/illiam  -'i  lince  all  confpire  to  pleafc. 

Thy  lingering  guefl  detain  ; 
William  !  within  whofe  martial  breaft 
Thy  manly  precepts  are  imprcfs'd, 

To  arms,  to  glory  fpeeds  ; 
Prepar'd  to  lead  her  conquering  ho(t. 
Should  foes  infult  Britannia's  coaft, 

Fir'd  by  his  father's  deeds. 
Prepar'd  !   fhould  George  provoke  to  ire, 
V/ith  his  dread  fleets  and  vengeful  fire, 

The  perfidy  of  Spain  ; 
Or  when  he  bids  his  thunders  roll 
Refounding  to  the  diftant  pole. 

To  free  the  Northern  main; 
•*  The  late  dulcc  cf  Cuml)ei]and,  Mr.  Poyntz's  pupil.    F» 
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Or  fiiouUl  his  mighty  vcfTels  ride 
On  wtftern  feas  in  fwcliing  piide, 

And  hoftilc  ports  fubdue, 
Whilll:  their  deep  bofoms  feem  with  pain 
The  fpoils  and  treafurcs  to  fuflain, 

Of  India  and  Peru  ! 

What  tumults  can  diRurh  my  reil:, 
What  hoftile  threats  invade  my  breafl:. 

Secure  in  rural  cafe, 
Whilll  VValpole  at  the  helm  prcfides. 
And  vviih  his  prudent  counfel  guides, 

The  fovereign  of  the  feas  ! 


w 


TO       MISS       G Y. 

BY       MR.      JOHN       SHARPS. 
H  EN   Fancy's  vifions  o'er  my  foul  arofe, 


Lock'd  in  the  foft  embrace  of  fweet  repofe, 
Straight  to  my  view  your  beauteous  form  appcar'd. 
For  all  its  graceful  excellence  rever'd  : 
Methought  ((o  i-iind)  you  unrcqueflcd  fung, 
While  all  the  Sireni  warbled  on  vour  tongue  : 
How  did  1  then  with  plcas'd  attention  hear, 
Gaze  OH  your  charrnG,  and  lend  the  liflening  ear  ? 
The  favour  which  you  ycricrday  denvM 
My  kinder  vifipnary  dreams  fupply'd. 

*  Afterwards  fellow  of  Corpus  Chrlfti  College,  Cambridge, 
and  miniAer  of  Trinity  Cluirchj  Cambridge.  He  died  in  1772, 
being  then  rcftor  of  St.  Mary  Abchurch,  and  St.  Laurence 
Pountncy,  London,  and  D.  D.  The  Greek  profciTor  at  Ox- 
ford is  his  elder  brother.     D. 

Oh. 
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T  O     ^I  I  S  S     G Y.  <)i 

Oh,  miglit  I  thus  fee  eacli  returning  liglit, 

Each  morning  tlms  enjoy  your  charming  fi^lir, 

View  thee  hy  clay,  and  ciream  of  thee  by  night  ! 

]?ut  I  am  deftin'd  quickly  to  remove 

Far  diftant  from  the  ohjeft  that  I  love  ; 

Yet  wherefoc'er  I  draw  the  vital  air, 

My  heart  for  you  fhall  breathe  the  tender  prayer  : 

May  every  bleiling  on  your  life  attend, 

Witti  all  that  you  can  afk,  or  Heaven  can  fend  ! 

May  health  and  joy  improve  each  rifing  grace, 

And  add  frelh  beauties  to  your  beauteous  tace  ! 

And  oh  !  when  all  thofe  tender  charms  mufl  fall. 

And  yield  to  Death's  inexorable  call, 

May  then  your  foul  in  joys  tranfporting  fly, 

And  join  the  tuneful  Seraphs  of  the  Iky  ! 

ON    A     GOLDEN     INK-HORN, 

PRESENTED    BY    THE    HON.    FRED.    HER.VEY*,    E  £  (^. 
TO     MISS     MONSEY. 

B   Y      M  R.      S   H  A  R  P. 

/^  N  Ida's  top  to  Venus'  beauteous  eyes, 
^-^   The  golden  apple  was  adjudgVl  the  prize. 
When  Juno's  pawcr  and  Pallas'  wifdom  fail'd, 
Her  fmgle  beauty  glorioufly  prevail'd  ! 
But  when  the  heavenly  Monfey's  form  appear'd, 
For  each  united  excellence  rever'd, 
While  in  her  face  all  Venus'  beauties  fir, 
With  Juno's  dignity  and  Pallas'  wit, 

*  Third  fon  of  John  lord  Hervey ;    nov/  biihop  of  Dcrry, 

and  earl  of  Briiiol.     D. 

The 
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The  gold  a  different  form  began  to  wear, 
And  in  this  inflrument  approach'd  the  Fair, 
Crdain'd  from  her  fweet  fingers  to  difpenfe 
The  {lores  of  beaut)',  majeily,  and  fenfe. 

TO       MY       WORTHY       FRIEND 

M    R.        JOHN        PORTER. 

EY     MR.     SHARP.      Feb.    28,     1765. 
TT^HILE  Kings  have  power  ro  change  a  natal  daVj, 

''^  '^  And  Charlotte's  January  *  rivals  May  t 
While  Hinchingbrooke,  iiis  race  to  manhood  run, 
D:lavs  to  celebrate  his  twenty-one; 
Thy  winter  Ihall  in  brighter  hours  arife, 
And  my  lyre  hail  thee  under  fummer  flvies. 
Yet  fhall  this  day,  though  we  poflpone  the  fead, 
Not  pafs  unnotic'd  by  a  rhyme  at  leall ; 
Still  be  thou  bkft  with  all  that  Heaven  can  fend. 
Long  life  and  health,  a  partner  and  a  friend  ! 
Be  all  thy  Februaries  bright  as  June, 
And  thy  life's  evening  happy  as  its  noon  ! 

EPITAPH       ON       A    L   B   I   N    A. 

FROM       MARULLUS. 

T  T  ERE  fair   Albina  lies,  yet  not  alone  j 

That  was  forbid  by  Cytherea's  fon  : 
His  quiver,  arrows,  and  his  bow  lie  here» 
And  Beauty's  felf  lay  lifclefs  on  her  bier. 
Strevy  rofcs  then,  and  violets  round  her  fhower. 
She,  that's  now  duft,  was  yefterday  a  flower. 

*  Alluding  to  the  celebration  of  the  Queen's  birth-day.  N. 

H  O  R  A  C  E, 
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HORACE,      BOOK     I.     E  P.     VIII. 
BY  ISAAC    HAWKINS   BROWNE,    ESQ*.    F.  R.  S. 

NOT    PRINTED    IN    HIS    WORKS. 

JOY  and  good  fortune,  Mufe,  to  Cclfus  bear. 
If  in  return  he  aiks  thee  how  I  fare; 
Much  though  I  boafc,  and  glorious  things  defign, 
I  live,  nor  well,  nor  eafy  :  but  repine. 
The  fun  my  pafture  fpares,  my  vines  the  hail, 
Sicknefs  my  flocks  :    yet,  what  can  this  avail; 
If,  found  in  body,  but  in  reafon  weak, 
I  fhun  thofe  remedies  I  ought  to  feek  ; 

Naufeatc 

*  This  very  ingenious  and  elegant  poet,  born  at  Burton 
■upon  Trent,  Jan.  21,  1705-6,  was  educated  firli  at  Litch- 
field, and  then  at  Wellir.inftr,  where  he  fooh  became  a 
peculiar  favourite  of  Dr.  Freind,  the  head  mafter.  After 
ftaying  more  than  a  year  in  the  upper  form,  he  was  re- 
moved, when  little  more  than  fixteen,  to  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge,  and  continued  at  the  Univerfity  till  he  had  taken 
the  degree  of  M.A.  Having  been  always  intended  for  the  bar, 
he  fettled  in  Lincoln's  Inn  about  1727,  and  profecutedfor  feve- 
ral  years  with  great  attention  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  in  which 
he  obtained  a  great  degree  of  profciTional  knowledge;  but  his 
fortune  enabled  him  to  decline  the  purfuit  ot  praftice  long 
before  his  death.  His  application  to  buiinefs  both  at  Cam- 
biidge  and  at  Lincoln's  Inn  was  occafionally  diverfified  by 
the  exercife  of  his  poetical  talents  ;  of  which  an  excellent 
collection  was  given  to  the  publick  by  his  fon  in  1768.     Mr. 

Browne 
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Naufeate  the  medicine  of  advice ;  and  bars 

The  friend  who  cenfares  my  lethargic  ftate  ; 

Purfue  what  hurts,  and  what  is  ufcful  fiiun, 

In  town,  the  country  love  ;    and  there,  the  town  ? 

Next  aik  how  Celfus  fares,  what  hopes  he  feeds, 

How  with  the  prince,  and  with  the  court  fucceeds  ? 

If  well,  he  anfvvcr  :   firil:  vour  joy  declare. 

And  whifper  then  this  precept  in  his  ear, 

**  As  thou  thy  fortune,  Celfus,  thee  v/e  '11  hear." 

A    POETICAL    EPISTLE, 
BY    MR.    BROWNE,    TO   HIMSELF. 

NOT      IN      HIS      WORKS. 

TXT' ELL,  this  poetic  itch  creeps  on, 
Dodlley  adopts  you  all  his  own. 
Firfl:,  Phoebe  *  gave  the  lucklefs  hint  ; 
Now,  your  Epiflles  f  flare  in  print ; 

Browne  married  Feb.  lo,  1743-4,  J-"^  daughter  of  Arch- 
deacon Trlmnell,  by  whom  he  had  one  fon,  the  prefcp.t  Ilaac 
Hawkins  Browne  efq.  He  was  twice  eleftcd  iiito  parliament  u>t 
Wenlock  in  Shropihire,  in  1744  ^^^  174^5  ^'^cJ  died  Feb.  14, 
3760,  in  the  fifty-fifth  year  of  his  age.  A  good  account  ot' 
him  is  given  in  the  Biographia  Britannica,  i73c,  vol.  II.  ;>. 
647;  where  Dr.  Kippis  obferves,  that  fcveral  o:  Mr. 
Browne's  poems  remain  in  manufcript,  but  that  "  many  of 
them  would  do  him  no  fmall  honour,  and  aftord  ftrong  proofs 
of  the  wit  and  humour  which  he  fo  eminently  poffeffed." 
Several  of  his  poems  are  in  Mr.  Dodfleys  CoUeclion-     N. 

*  Verfes  on  Phoebe,  in  his  works.     D. 

•I^  Epiftle  on  Defign  and  Beauty,  publiihed  in  17^?,  and 
collefted  in  his  works.     D. 

This 
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This  week,  on  every  ftall  they  lie 

Difplay'd ;  the  next  beneath  a  pye  j 

Indcad  of  purple  and  the  coif, 

Curll  prints  your  works,  and  writes  your  life. 

If  M^ev.ius  fcribbie,  'tis  to  feed 

A  bard  infpir'd  by  daring  need  ; 

But,  having  wherewithal  to  dine, 

What  vengeance^lamns  thee  to  the  Nine  ? 

You  write  to  pleafc — a  tafk  indeed  ! — 

Tafte  differs,  ju ft  as  men  who  read  : 

This  loves  an  eafy  line,  and  that 

Deems  all  that  is  not  glaring,  flat. 

Some,  wit  and  thought  can  fcarce  endure; 

Swift  is  too  vulgar,  Pope  obfcure; 

Whim,  Weather,  Envy,  Party,  Spite, 

Sit  heavy  on  the  tribe  that  write  ; 

Sad  lot  of  authors  !  vain  your  toil  I 

Away  with  all  your  midnight  oil. 

Your  charity  to  human  kind  ; 

Who  holds  a  raper  to  the  blind  ? 

A  poet,  wrapt  in  fong  fublime. 

Suits  not  our  fublunary  clime; 

Few  are  endued  with  eagle  eyes. 

To  mark  his  progrefs  through  the  ilies; 

And  when  he  wings  his  lofty  flight, 

He  periflies  from  vulgar  fight. 

Yet,  fpite  of  folly  or  caprice, 

Suppofe  ('tis  but  hypothcfis) 

Your  Muie  could  win  her  way  to  praife. 

And  Chellcrfleld  approve  the  laysj 

t  Kow 
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Now  fudden  wreaths  your  temples  crown, 

Proclaim'd  a  poet — about  town, 

Thee,  toafis  adnnire,  and  peers  carefs  j 

Frail  and  fallacious  happinefs  ! 

Peers  treat  their  poets  as  their  whores, 

Enjoy,  then  turn  them  out  of  doors  ; 

For  wit  (if  always  in  your  power) 

Is  but  a  cordial  for  an  hour  • 

Shown  like  a  fre(h  imported  ape. 

Awhile  vou  fet  the  town  agape  ; 

Beaux,  belles,  and  captains,  form  a  ring, 

To  fee  the  new  facetious  thing  ; 

This  happy  Minion  of  the  !Nine, 

We  wonder  when  he  means  to  fhine  ; 

Fool !    would  you  prattle,  tete  a  tete. 

With  all  the  fair  and  all  the  great : 

Mark  whom  their  favours  are  hcftow'd  on, 

Cibber,  and  Heidegger  *,  and  Boden. 

Poets  are  arbiters  of  fame  : 

True,  but  who  loves  or  fears  a  name  ? 

Is  it  for  fame  Sir     —     —     —     — 

For  fame  that     —     —    —     —     — 

Such  hate  a  poet,  or  dcfpife  ; 

Their  profpefl  in  oblivion  lies. 

Search  far  and  wide  where  Virtue  dwells. 

In  camps,  or  colleges,  or  cells. 

Heroes  alike,  and  bards,  inftead 

Of  panegyrick,  figh  for  bread. 

Or  call  forth  all  the  powers  of  fable, 

Defcribe  a  ftatefman  jufl  and  able, 

*  Direclor  of  the  mafcjuerades.     N 

4  Who 
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"Who,  Htill'd  in  p^ay,  difdains  to  pack; 

What  will  you  gain  ?  the  butt  of  fack  ? 

L(-t  Colley  fmg,  in  nunnbers  meet, 

Our  leagues  and  wars,  and  Spithead  fleet  : 

Satire  be  thine,  a  flowery  field, 

Yet  has  a  ferpent  oft  conceal'd. 

A  jury  finds  your  words  in  print, 

Bu:  Curlls  interpret  what  is  meant. 

Grant  it  were  fafe,  not  Oldham's  florin 

Of  fatire  could  a  foul  reform. 

To  curb  the  time,  can  poets  hope  > 

Peter*  but  fncers,  though  lafli'd  by  Pope. 

"^^'ould  vou  from  dice  or  pox  reclaim, 

Brand  this  or  that  flagitious  name  : 
What  boots  it,  fharpers  and  intriguers? 

But  afk,  were  Chartres  f ,  Oldfield,  beggars? 
No,  bprn  for  modern  imitation, 
IVorthies  that  throve  in  their  vocation. 
Not  e'en  thy  Horace,  happy  bard, 
Was  by  the  barren  Mufe  preferred, 
While  yet  a  friend  to  fieedom  hearty. 
An  honeft,  but  a  ftarving  party. 
Jle  pafs'd  for  but  a  fimph  wretch,  ^ 

And  lov'd  his  bottle  and  a  catch:  ^ 

He  deem'd  himfelf  no  very  wire-man,         \ 
Kor  aim'd  at  better  than  Excife-man  ; 
To  breeding  had  fuch  poor  pretence, 
Moft  thought  he  wanted  common  fenfc. 
Not  courtly  Athens,  though  polite 
As  Paris,  could  improve  the  wight. 
*3Valter.    D.  f  Immortalized  by  Arbuthnot.     K 

'   .^-yo.L.  VI,  H  Wheree'er 
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Wheree'er  he  pafs'd,  the  mob  was  eager 
;.To  laugh  at  fo  grotefquc  a  figure. 
Yet  Horace, o'er  the  fparkling  bowl, 
.  I  grant,  bad  talents  for  a  dro^l; 
-And  hence,  though  fprung  from  dunghill  earih, 
Jfe  pleas'd  the  courtiers  with  his  mirth  j 
Kcjtt  wifely  vtntur'd  to  renounce 
.  His  principles,  and  rofe  at  oiice, 
^    .  Rofe  from  a  bankruptitothe  fum 
Of  humart  happinefs  ■'^-  a-piumb  ! 
.Then  drank,  and  rcvel'd,  and  grew  big, 
•Yet  fl:ill  an  auk  ward  dirty  Pig  *. 
Lo  !  then  the  people  felt  his  gall, 
'Tvvas**  Sturdy  beggars,  damn  ye  all!" 
Mindlefsrof  otjijers  Jove  or  fpite, 
rHc  Qar'd  i\o!:,-fb  hc.pleaVd -the  knight  ; 
And  wrote,  and  wrote,  as  was  the  faftiion, 
;To  praife  the  knight's  adminiftration. 
,  Nay  once,  all  worldly  zeal  fo  warm  is, 
He  wrote  in  praife  of  {landing  armies. 
!§uch  arts  your  darling  Horace  grew  by; 
Such  ur.ght  havq  rais'd.  an  arrant  booby. 

.THREE   EPISRAMS,     BY  MR.    BROWNE. 

<K   EVER     BEFORE     PR  I  N   T  E  Po 

I.    IMPROMPTU,    ON    SEEING    A    PICTURE    OF 

MISS  ,  ROBINSON  ^-     BY    MR.    HIGHMOHE. 

T      v.l'.om  no  living  beauty  yet  could  warm, 
-^5      Am  now  cnamour'd  of  an  empty  form. 

*  Ej'ic'ori  dc  grege  porcus.     D. 

■f  ;^Akj«i  vvaids  ujarrlcd  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Fremd. 
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2.  ON  DR.  YOUNG'S  NIGHT  THOUGHTS, 
ON  Life^  Death,   and  Immortality. 

T_3'IS  Life  is  lifdeii,  and  Ins  Z)^.2/i6  fhall  die, 
'*-  -■-  And  mortal  is  i.is  Immortality. 

3.  ON   A    POEM    CALLED    S  [  L  E  N  C  K. 

OS  Silence  this  !  —  What:  n^xt  you  write. 
Be  C!-.aos !  —  P.alpli  has  handled  Night  ^ 

ODE,       TO      MR.       H  I  G  H  M  O  R  E. 
F  R  O  M    MR.     BROWNE'S    POEMS. 

Apella^i  calami  perire, 
Cui  dedic  pulchrsL^  Ven.U3  efTe  forms 
Arbitrum,  Piioet3us  dedi:  ipfe  lucis 

Nofccre  vires, 
Tu  novu:r.  fo'.ers  dccus  hinc  decorae 
'  Virgini  donas,  facieinr.ae  ru<jt5 
.  Enpis,  folers  volucris  fenecia; 

Sif>erc  pennas. 
Ale  juvac  pukhrum  quoties.Iaborem 
Ccrnere,  ut  renfim  vacua  umbra  corpus 
Exhiber,  nafcens  nmul  ipla  lenfim 

Vita  calefcitl 
Nempe,  Prorr.ethus  velut,  Highrr.or',  ignem 
Coelitus.  furro  meiiore,  raptas, 
Et  tuis  dcfit  nifi  vox  fi^^uris, 

C  ttera  fpirant. 

"^"Niglit,  a  Poem,     by  Torres  Ralph,   one   of  the  heroes 
©f  the  Dunciad,  IIL   165. 

-*'  -Silence,  ye  wolves  !   v>-h:ir.  Ralph  to  Cvrthla  howls, 
*'  And  makes  N gbt  hiJeoui  —  anf'.ver  \\\za,  ye  owls."     D. 
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Tuque  cognatai  cape  ciona  Mufas, 
Spiritus  nodiras  regit  unus  artes ; 
Sunt  tibi,  funt  et  mihi,  purioris 

Semina  flammar* 

TRANSLATED     BY     MR.     J.    DUNCOMBE*. 

TXTlTH  Apellsean  genius  warm'd, 

^  ^     Thy  tafe  for  beauty  Venus  form'd  ; 
Phoebus  himfelf  to  thee  difplay'd 
Th'  united  powers  of  light  and  fliade.  " 

Hence  to  the  beauteous  maid  thy  art 
Unfading  beauties  can  impart. 
Can  banifh  wrinkles  far  away, 
And  bid  old  age  his  flight  delay. 

Oft  by  thy  (kill  my  wondering  eyes 
From  empty  fhades  fee  bodies  rife 
Bv  fwift  degrees  ;   life  feems  to  warm 
Bv  fwift  degrees  the  riling  form. 

Thou,  like  Prometheus,  from  the  Ikies 
Canft  call  down  fire,  a  lawful  prize  ! 
A  voice  alone  thou  canft  not  give, 
Elfe  would  thy  breatliing  figures  live. 

This  gift  a  kindred  Mufe  befiows. 
In  both  our  aits  one  fpirit  glows ; 
Thou,  and  thy  poet  too,  may  claim 
Some  fparks  of  a  celefiial  fl^me. 

*  Son-in-law  to  Mr.  Highmorc.     N, 

T  O 
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TO     MISS     H L  L, 

\i/\TH  THE  TATLERS,  SPECTATORS,  AND  GUARDIANS. 
BY    NATHANxlEL    LLOYD,    ESQ*. 

TT^THILE  others,  with  confummate  fkill  and  carc^ 

Dire6l  thy  motions,  gellure,  and  thy  air, 
Dear  girl  (for  perfccV  bhfs,  I  hope,  defign'd), 
Let  me  contrihute  tx)  adorn  thy  mind. 
May 'ft  thou  be  free  from  blemifh  as  from  fin  ! 
Without  all  lovely,  and  all  pure  within. 
Charms  perfonal,  when  once  the  hloom  is  pafr, 
Wi'.hout  good  fcnfe  and  knowledge  fcidom  lafi : 
And  leni'e  and  knowledge,  if  good-breeding  fail. 
To  gain  and  keep  our  hearts  will  fcarce  avail. 
Do  thou  for  every  grace  have  jufl  lefpciTc ;  ^ 

Accomplifhmenrs  exxernal  not  neglect,  > 

But  let  thy  mind  with  choiceft  gifts  be  dcckt.  J 

Then  Time  to  thee,  while  others  will  decay, 
Shall  give  more  beauties  than  he  takes  away.- 

MR.    LLOYD'S     POETICAL     V/ILLf, 

'TXT'HAT  I  am  going  to  bequeath, 

'      When  this  frail  part  fubmits  to  death, 
(But  flill  1  hope  the  fpark  divine 
With  its  congenial  ftars  fliall  fhine,) 

♦  Of  Twickenham,  uncle  to  the  prefent  countefs  Poulctt. 
Ke  died  in  1776  aged  Sa.     N. 

f  Printed  in  Gent.  ?.L-^g.  1777,  P-  ^^y  fi'ovn  a  copy  taken 
verbatim.     N, 

II   3  M^ 
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My  good  executors,  fulfil, 
I  pray  ye,  fairly  my  lafl  will, 
V/ith  firfi:  and  fecond  codicil  : 
And  firfl:  I  give  to  dear  Lord  Hinton  *,  - 
At  Tvvyford  fchool  now,  not  at  Winton, 
■  One  hundred  guineas  for  a  ring, 
Or  fome  fuch  memorandum  thing; 
And  truly  much  I  fhould  have  blundered,  - 
Had  1  not  given  another  hundred 
To  Vere,  Earl  Poulett's  fecond  fon. 
Who  dearly  loves  a  little  fun. 
Unto  my  nephew  Robert  Longdoin, 
Of  whom  none  fays  he  e'er  has  wrong  done, 
Tiiough  civil  law  he  loves  to  hafh, 
I  give  two  hundred  pounds  in  cafh. 
One  hundred  pounds  to  mv  niece  Tuder,' 
(With  loving  eyes  one  Matthew  view'd  her,) 
And  to  her  children,  jufl  among  them, 
A  hundred  more;  and,  not  to  wrong  them, 
In  equal  iharcs  I  freely  give  it, 
Not  doubting  but  they  will  receive  it. 
To  Sally  Crouch  and  ]\'iary  Lee, 
If  ihey  with  Lady  Poulett  be, 
Becaufe  they  round  the  year  did  dwell 
In  Twickenham-houfe,  and  ferv'd  full  well. 
When  Lord  and  Lady  far  did  ftray 
Over  the  hills  and  far  awav. 
The  firft  ten  pounds,  the  other  twenty  j 
And,  girls,  I  hope  that  will  content  ye. 

*  Earl  Poulett's  eldeil  fon.     N. 
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In  feventcen-hundrcd-nxty-nine. 

This  with  my  hand  I  write  and  Ogn, 

The  fixceenth  day  of  fair  October, 

In  meny  mood,  hue  iound  and  Cobcr, 

Part  my  threefcorc  and  fifteenth  year. 

With  fpirits  gay  and  confciencs  -clear, 

Jovous  and  frohckfome,  though  old. 

And,  like  this  day,  ferene  but  cold  j 

To  foes  weli-wifhing,  and  to  friends  moil  kind,  • 

In  perfect  charity  with  all  mankind. 

FOUR         SONNETS, 
BY      THOMAS      EDWARDS,      E  S  Q;^ 

1.     TO     ]M  I  S  S     H  I  G  H  M  O  R  E  •  ; 

SENT     ON     VALENTINE'S     DAY. 

NEVER       BEFORE       PRINTED!, 

TT^AIR  Valentir,?,  and  of  the  Mufes'  train, 

If  not  yourfelf  a  Mufe,  accept  thefe  lays, 

Mean  tliough  they  be,  nor  worthy  of  your  praifc. 
Yet  ftill  ambitious  fuch  approof  :o  gain.  When, 

-*  Now  Mrs.  Duncombc.     N. 

•f-  Thomas  Edwards,  eiq.  had  a  good  paternal  ertate  y.z 
Turrick  In  Bucks;  and  was  the  laft  of  iilis  fam!ly,as  appears  b-y 
his  5th  Sonnet  in  Dodtlcy,  where  he  pathetically  laments  the 
iofe  of  four  brothers  and  as  many  lifters.  He  was  an  excellent 
fcholar,  having  been  thoroughly  grounded  in  the  Clallicks 
at  Eton  School,  whence  he  was  removed  to  King's  College, 
Caitibridge.  He  afterwards  applied  himfclf  in  Lincoln's 
Inn  to  the  ilwdy  cf  the  law  (his  father  and  gra)>dfather 
H  4  having 
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When,  in  Honoria's  travels  *,  you  explain 

The  fafeft  path  mid'  life's  bewiklei'd  ways, 

And  guide  your  pilgrim  through  ih'  entangled  maze^ 
Her  virtuous  toils  inftru£l  and  entertain. 
Why  then,  with  fhame-fac'd  diffidence,  v\nthdraws 

Your  bafhful  Mufe,  far  from  the  public  view, 
And  well-deferv'd  applaufe,  which  fans  the  fire 
Of  emulous  Virtue  in  an  honefi  caufe  ? 

A  larger  fhare  of  fame  is  but  your  due. 
Who  write  fo  well,  and,  while  you  praife,  infplre. 

having  been  of  the  fame  profefiion).     He  fpent  the  laft   17 

years    of  his  life  principally  at  Turrick ;    died  on   a   vifit 

at    his   friend    Mr.   Richardfon's    at    Paribn's    Green,    the 

3d  of  Jan.  1757,  aged  58  ;    and  was  buried    at  Ellelborough 

in  Buckinghamlhire.     His  nephews   (iifter's  fons)   were   his 

heirs.     He  was  equally  diftinguilhed  for  his  genus  and  the 

goodncfs  of  his  heart.     His  "  Canons  of  Criticifm"  did   him 

great  credit,  both  as  a  critic  and  as  a  fcholar,  and  of  courie 

provoked  the  vengeance  of  Dr.  Warburton,  which  he  v/reak- 

cd  very  Illiberally  in  a  note  on  the  Dunciad  (IV.   567);    of 

•which  Mr.  Edwards  was  more  fufceptible  than  he  need   have 

teen,  deeming  his  gentility  impeached  by  the  words  "a  Gcntli- 

t?L-:r7,     i-s  he  is  pleafed  to    call  himfelfj    of  Lincoln's   Inr, 

but,    in  reality,   a  Gentleman  only   of  the  Diinciad,"   ^c. 

Thirteen  of  his    Sonnets    are   printed    in   DodiJcy's,    eirnc 

in  Pearch's,    and    four   in  this   Colleftion.      Twenty-fevea 

others  mav  be  feen  in    the  Lfl  edition    of  his   "    Canons   of 

Criticifm,   1761^."     He  was  alfo  author  of  a  pamphlet  called 

"Free  and  candid  Thoughts  on  the  Doftrine  of  Predeftina- 

tJon."  See  Dr.Akenfide's  and  Mrs.  Chapone's  Odes  to  him.  N, 

'J-  An  Ail?~pry  on  H^ppincf:,   iu  ^;S.     I-,'. 
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.    OCCASIONED   BY  SOME  GENTLEMEN'S 

SMO.AKIN'G     IN    THE    AUTHOR's    CHAMBERS, 

THE   EVENING   BEFORE   A  YOUNG    LADY 

WAS    TO     BREAKFAST     WITH     HIM, 

WrJICH     MADE     THE    ROOM    UNFIT     FOR    HER.   RECEPTIOyj 

AND     PREVENTED     HER    VISIT. 

NEVER      BEFORE       PRINTED. 

npHOU,  Raleigh— for,  with  Coke  of  noify  fame. 
With  front  of  brafs  and  lungs  of  fteel  endued,. 
I  1"bou  thee  *,  and,  in  metre  harfii  and  rude. 
Build  up  mv  own  on  ruin  of  thy  fame  i 

To  future  times  mavTrthou  go  down  with  blame. 
Who,  in  the  reign  of  peaceful  King  and  gcud, 
B rough t'ft-in  the  weed  that  brought-in  endiefs  feud, 

Like  haggard  hawk  fcooping  at  fordid  game  : 

Hadfr  thcu  fucceeded  in  thv  wild  defign. 

And  given  to  Britain  all  Guiana's  gold. 
Small  thanks  had  then  been  due  to  thee  and  thine  ; 

But  as  thou  fail'dil,  right  well  the  Monarch  bold, 
Arm'd  with  fure  Counter-blafl  f  and  wrath  divine. 

Thy  forfeit  life  to  greedy  Spaniards  fold. 

*  "  For  I  Thou  thee,  thou  traitor" — Cuke's  fpeech  at  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh's  Trial .     D. 

f  "  A  Counter-blaft  3g:i:ntl  Tobacco,"  ^rrittcn  by  King;' 
Jfimes  the  Firih     D. 

?.    TO 
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3.    TO    L.    CHANCELLOR    HARDWICXE/- 

/^  Thou,  to  fa'cred  Themis'  awful  throne, 

^^      And  the  chieffeat  arrrongthe  crowned  peel's,  ^ 

The  nation's  Jaft  refort-,  in  earlv  years 
Raib'd  by  thy  high  defcrt ;  not  thefc' alone, 

Nor  all  the  fame  thy  eloqoience  has  won, 

Though  Britain's  councils*  with  fuecefs  it  fleeisj 
And  the  ra(h  Scot  its  diftant  thunder  fears. 

Rank*  thee  fo  far  abo^'e  ccir.parifon, 

As  that  prime  blifs  with  wiiicli  t]"\v  heart  js  warm'c^^ 
Thofc  numerous  pledges  of  thv  nuptial  bed,- 
Who  back  reflect  a  luflrc  on  their  i}re  *  j 
Taught  by  thy  lore,  by  thy  example  form'd, 
With  flcady  fteps  the  ways  of  glory  tread,  • 
And  to  the  palm  of  virtuous  fame  afpirc. 
1746. 

4,  T  O  T  H  E  H  O  N.  C  H  A  R  L  ES  Y  O  R  K  E, 

/^•FTARLES,  whom  thy  country's  voice  apphudingcalh 
^-^     To'Philip's  honourably  vacafit  feat  f, 

With  modcfl  pride  ti.e  glorious  fummons  meet, 
And  rife  to  fame  within  St.  Stephen's  walls  ! 

*  Lord  Harchvlcke's  happlnefs  in  his  fons  was  alfo  mC^" 
elegantly  clefcribecl,  or  rather  alludsrd  to,  by  Mr.  Browne,  at 
the  conclufion  of  his  ill  book  De  j^nim  ItHmortalimu,  "  Non 
i\  contingant,"    &:c.     D. 

f  Rycgatc,  for  which  Mr.  C.  Yorke  had  jufl  been  chofen 
member  in  the  room  of  his  brother  Philip,  who  made  hi-s 
ckftion  for  the  county  of  Cambridge.     D. 
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l\or  mean  the  honour  which  thy  youth  befalls, 
Thus  early  claim'd  from  thy  lov'd  learn'd  retre:;r, 
To  ^uarcl  thofe  facred  rights  which  elevate 

Britain's  free  fons  above  their  neighbour  thralls. 

Lfet  Britain,  let  admiring  Europe,  fee 

In  thofe  bright  parts,  which,  crft,  too  long  confin'c. 
Shone  in  the  circle  of  thy  friends  alone. 
How  fliarp  the  fpur  of  virtuous  anccflry, 

"When  kindred  virtues  fire  the  generous  mind 
Of  Somers''  nephew,  and  of  Hard  wick  c's  fon, 
1747'  • 

ODE,     BY    M  R.    EDWARDS, 

OCCASIONED      BY 
A    LADY'S*    BEING    BURNT  WITH   CURLING  IRONS, 

"C^AIR-  Britilh  ladies,  whom  with  marchlefs  charms 
-*=       Profufe  the  daedal  hand  of  nature  flor'd, 

So  that  for  beauty  ye  're  almoft  ador'd. 
And* in  the  lovely  circle  of  your  arms 
Lies  the  chief  earthly  blifs,  l^y  Heaven  defign'd 
To  chear  the  toils  and  forrows  of  mankind; 

The  lamp  of  Beauty  was  in  Heaven  firft  tin'd 
To  light  us  through  this  weary  pilgrimage; 
Then  with  due  care  preferve  the  precious  gage, 

As  erft  in  native  purity  it  {h'm'd ; 

Nor  let  adulterate  Art  irs  luftre  hide, 

For  which  ye  far  and  near  are  glorified  : 

*  Mifs  Highmore.     Ste  p.  103.     N. 

Both 
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Eotli  far  ra-jcl  near  your  charms  are  glprihej, 
And  with  fvvcec  tyranny  defpotic  reign 
In  hearts  of  men,  who  hug  the  filken  chain  ; 

The  n^erchant's  weaUh,  the  king's  imperial  pride. 

The  vi6lor's  laurel,  poet's  ivy  crown, 

All  at  your  feet  are  laid  fubiniflive  down. 

O  ftrike  not  dead  wirh  an  heart-thriiling  frown 
Your  faithful  liegeman,  while  he  bigs  you  fparc 
Th'  ambroficfl  trefies  of  your  flowing  hair,    . 

Which  Love,  our  common  lord,  afierts  his  own; 

In  them  well  picas'd  he  lurks,  and  of  them  makes 

Thofe  fubde  nets  wich  which  fond  hearts  he  takes. 

For  Love's  dread  power,  and  for  the  Graces'  fakes, 
Let  far  awav  Uie  murderous  fheers  be  thrown. 
Nor  give  thofe  locks,  tb.c  virgin's  radiant  crown. 
To  torturing  fire,  which  their  fine  texture  breaks, 
Drinks  up  their  juice,  and  brings  with  quick  decay 
December's  hoary  badge  on  blooming  May. 

Let  Gallia's  dames,  in  borrov/'d  beauty  gav, 

Who  O'er  their  cheeks  the  plaifrering  cerufe  fpread. 
And  youth's  fweet  ftulh  difgrace  with  tawdry  red. 

In  nature's  fpite  make  artful  ringlets  play  ; 

And  when  the  fire  denies  its  wonted  aid, 

With  purchas'd  curls  their  faded  temples  flude  : 

in  native  charms  fecure,  the  Bri:i(h  maid 

Should  trufl:  to  Nature  ;  fmce  to  her  Ihe  owes 
Th'  unfullied  lily,  and  the  glowing  rofe  j 
Let  her  point  out  how  beft  mav  be  diiplay'd 
Thofe  beaming  glories,  which  her  hand  has  iLed 
With  various  beunry  on  the  beauteous  head. 

VERSES" 


I     ^=9     1 
"VETISSS   BY  MR.    ST  I  L  LING  FLEET  «j 

CCCASIONED      BY     THE      TWO      FOLLOWING 
LINES     IN    A    POEM     OF     MR.     TALEUR's, 

*'  And  llimild  flie  yield,  vA\o  once  fa  id  Nay; 
I        *'  I'd  turn  my  back,  and  walk  away." 

"~r^  I  S  nobly  faitl,  my  friend  ;   what !    be  enflav'ti 

-*-    To  the  fond  threats  of  inconfiRent  woman  ! 
•Court  empty  fmiles,  or  tremble  at  vain  frowns, 
Bv  turns  fuccecding,  like  the  troubled  waves. 
Which  rife  this  moment  to  the  fleeting  wind, 
.  Then  flraight  beneath  their  ufual  level  link  !  Let 

*  Grar.dfon  to  the  well-known  bifhop  of  Worcefter,  ar.d 
■equally  diftingaifhed  as  a  naturalift  and  a  poet.  His  father 
Edward  was  fellow  of  St.  John's  College  in  Cambridge, 
F.  R.  S.  M.  D.  and  Grefham  Profeflbr  of  Phyfic  ;  bur,  mar- 
ryhig  in  1692,  loft  his  lucrative  offices,  and  the  biihop's 
favour  :  a  misfortune  that  afftffied  both  him  ai>d  his  pofterity. 
However,  going  into  orders,  he  obtained,  by  his  father's 
means,  the  living  of  Newington-Butts,  which  he  immediately- 
exchanged  for  thofe  of  Wood-Norton  and  Swanton  in  Nor- 
folk. He  died  in  1708.  Benjamin,  his  only  fon,  was  edu- 
cated at  Norwich  fchool,  v.hich  he  1-ft  in  1720,  with  the 
charafter  of  an  excellent  fcholar.  He  then  went  to  Trinity 
College  in  Cambridge,  at  the  requcft  of  Dr.  Bentlev,  the 
mafier,  who  had  been  private  tutor  to  his  father,  domeflic 
chaplain  to  his  grandfather,  and  was  much  indebted  to  the 
family.  Here  he  was  a  candidate  for  a  fellowfhip  ;  but  was 
rcjcftcd  by  the  m.after's  influence.  This  was  a  fcvere  and 
uiiexpe(fted  d  if  appoint  mer.t  j  and  but  iiitlc  alleviated  after- 
wards 
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'  Let  caufes  light  as  this  and  as  inconftant 

•  Govern  their  frowns  and  Aniles,  hut  not  our^joys ; 

I  'd  ratlier  he  for  centuries  expos'd 

To  nipping  winds  on  the  foul-bleaching  plains 

Of  grilzly  Pluto,  till  contractive  cold 

Had  pinch 'd  me  to  a  point ;    or  rarify'd  %By 

wards  by  the  Doftor's  apology,  that  it  was  a  pity  that  a  gen- 
tleman of  Mr.  Stillingfleet's  parts  Ihoulcl  be  buried  within  the 
walls  of  a  cdliege.  Perhaps,  however,  this  ingratitude  of 
Dr.  Bentley-was  not  of  any  real  dilverviceto  Mr:  Stilllngtlcet.  ; 
By  being  thrown  into  the  world,  he  formed  many  honourable 
and  valuable  connections.  The  late  Lord  Karrlngton  gave  him, 
in  a  very  polite  manner,  the  place  of  mafter  of  the  bar- 
racks at  Kenfington;  a  favour'  to  which  Mr.  Stilling- 
flect,  ;in  the  dedication  of  his"  Calendar  of  Flora"  to 
that  .nobleman,  alludes  with  great  poiitenefs,  as  well 
as  the  wacmeft  gratitude.  .  His  ^'  Calendar"  was  formed  at 
Stratton  in  Norfolk,  in  17,55,  ^^  ^^^  hofpliable  feat  of  Mr. 
Marfham,  who  had  made  fcvcral  obfervatlons  of  that  kind, 
and  had  communlca.tcd  to.  the  pjblick  his  curious  **  Obfer- 
*'vations  on  the. Growth  of  Trees."  But  it  was  to  Mr. 
Wyndham,  of  Felbrig  in-Jlorfolk,  that  he  appears  to  have 
had  the  greateft  Qblij;ations  :  he^irav^lled  abroad  with  him; 
fpent  much  of  his  time  at  his  houfe ;  and  was  appointed  one 
of  his  executors  ;  with  a  confidcrabie  addition  to  an  annuity 
■which  that  gentlem.an  had  fettled  upon  him  in  his  llfc--tlme, 
Mr.  Stillingfleet's  genius  feems,  if  we  may  judge  from  his 
works,  ,to  have. led  him  principally  to  the  ftudy  of  natural 
hiftory,  which  he  profecuted  as  an  ingenious  philofopher,  an 
ufcful  citizen,  and  a  good  man.  In  this  v/aik  of  learning  he 
mentions,  as  his  friends,  Dr.  Watfon,  Mr.  (now  Dr.)  So- 
iander,  Mr.  Hudfon,  Mr.  Price  of  Foxley,  and  fome  others. 
Mr,  Gray  makes  the  following  favourable  mention  ef  him,  in 
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■Sy  licat,  till  every  nerve,  and  every  pore, 

Stretch'd  ro  the  ucmof:  limits  of  expanfion, 

Wer£  jull:  prepar'd  to  huvll,  like  the  thin  air 

On  the  top  atmoipliere,  where  matter  'gins 

To  melt  awav,  and  lofe  itfelf  in  aoth.ii)^. 

Imperious  woman  !   trifling  iialf-exirtencc  !  Made 

one  of  his  letters  dated  from.  London,  ir.  1761  ;  "  I  have 
lately  made  an  acquaintance  with  this  philofopher,  who  lives 
in  a  garret  in  the  winter,  that  he  may  fupport  fome  near  re- 
lations who  depend  upon  him.  He  is  always  employed,  con- 
fegtieritly  (according  to  my  old  maxim)  always  happy,  always 
■chearful,  and  feems  to  me  a  worthy. honeft  man.  His  prefent 
fcheme  is  to  fend  fome  perfcns,  properly  qualified,  to  refide  a 
year  or  two  in  Attica,  to  make  themfelves  acquainted  with 
the  climate,  procjuftions,  and  natural  hiftory  of  the  country, 
that  we  may  underlland  Arrftotle,  Theophraftus,  Sec.  who 
have  been  Heathen  Greek  to  us  for  fo  many  ages ;  and  this 
he  has  got  propofed  to  Lord  Bute,  no  unlikely  perfon  to  put 
it  in  e.-iecution,  as  he  is  himfelf  abotanift."  A  beautiful  elo- 
gium  on  him,  by  Mr.  Pennant,  is  prefixed  to  the  fourth  vo- 
lume of  the  "  Britilh  Zoology."  An  epiftle  by  Mr. 
Stiliingflecr,  in  1723,  is  printed  in  the  Poetical  Magazine, 
1764,  p.  224.  He  publilhed,  about  1733,  an  anonymous  pam- 
phlet, intituled, -**  Some  Thoughts  concerning  Happinefs  ;'* 
and  in  1759  appeared  a  volume  of -"  Mifcellaneous  Trafts," 
which  is  in  much  cftecm,  and  does  great  honour  both  to 
his  head  and  heart.  .They  are  chiefly  tranflations  of  fome 
eflays  in  the  "  Amcenitates  Academicac,"  publifned  by  Lin- 
r  aasus,  interfperfed  with  fome  obfervaticns  and  additions  of 
his  own.  In  this  volume  he  (hews  a  tafte  for  claflical  learn- 
ing, and  entertains  us  with  fome  elegant  poetical  cfFufions, 
He  annexed  to  it  fome  valuable  "  Obfervations  on  Grafiej," 
anddcdicatcdthcvrhokto  George  Lord  Lytt^lton.  A  fecondedi- 
5  tioa 
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Made  of  the  (havings  of  a  nobler  form, 

Shall  fhe  pretend  to  lord  it  over  man  ! 

What  !   doth  fhe  hope,  perch'd  on  the  (lilts  of  Vanity, 

'j'o  outfl-rut  Nature  !   Sooner  the  low  fhrub 

Shall  over-top  the  tall  cloud-piercing  pine, 

Or  human  laws  arrell  the  wandering  planets  Ai 

t:on  of  it  appeared  in  1762  ;  a  third  in  1775-  '^'^^'-  Stillingfioct 
1  hew  lie  pnblilhed  "  Some  Thoughts  occafioned  by  the  late 
Eaithquak.es,  1750,"  a  poem  in  410.  "  Paradile  Loll,  aa 
Oratorio,  fet  to  Mulic  by  Stanley,  1760,"  410.  and  "  The 
Principles  and  Powers  of  Harmony,  1771,"  410.  a  very  learned 
work,  built  on  Tartini's  Trattafo  di  Mujica  ft:cor.do  la  verra  Sci- 
fnza  dcli^  jJrmonia.  Thefe,  and  his  "  Effay  cnConvcrfalion," 
in  the  firll  volume  of  Dodfley's  Collection  of  Poems,  •n- 
title  him  to  a  diftinguiihed  rank  among  our  Englifh  poets. 
The"  Effay"  is  addrefled  to  Mr.  Wyndham  with  all  that 
warmth  of  friendfhip  which  diilinguilhcs  Mr.  Srlllingflect. 
As  it  is  chiefly  didactic,  it  does  not  admit  of  fo  many  orna- 
ments as  fome  compofitions  of  other  kinds.  However,  it 
contains  much  good-fenlc,  IhewS  a  confidcrable  knowledge  of 
mankind,  and  has  feveral  paffagcs  that,  in  point  of  harmony 
and  eafy  vcrHfication,  would  not  dilgrace  the  writings  of  our 
moll  admired  poets.  Here  more  than  once  Mr.  Stillingflccc 
ihcws  himfelf  flill  fore  from  Dr.  Bcntley's  cruel  treatment  of 
him  ;  and  towards  the  beautiful  and  moral  clofe  of  it  (where 
he  gives  us  a  (ketch  of  himfelf)  feems  to  hint  at  a  mortili- 
cation  of  a  more  delicate  nature,  which  he  is  faid  to  have 
fuffered  from  the  other  fex.  This  too  may  perhaps  account 
for  the  afperity  wit'.i  which  he  treats  the  ladies  in  the"  Ver- 
•<'  fes"  here  printed.  To  thefe  ftifappointments  it  was 
j)erhaps  owing  that  Mr.  Stiilingficet,  neither  married,  nor  went 
into  orders.  His  London  refidence  was  at  a  fadler's  in  Pic- 
(Cadilly,  where  he  died  in  1771,   aged  above  feventy,  leaving 

feveral 
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As  in  their  orbs  they  roll :  much  rather  learn, 
Frail  w-oinan,  to  fubmit,  and  fpread  no  more 
Thv  fvvelllng  top-fails  to  the  fluttering  gales 
Purt^"'ci  from  the  bloated  cheeks  of  felf-conceit. 
Leain  from  the  Eaftern  females  to  adore, 
Who  ftoop  with- joy  to  catch  the  handkerchief 
Dropp'd  by  their  gracious  lord.     The  happy  flie, 
Envy'd  ;>y  all  vcho  find  it  at  her  feetj 
The  reft  withdraw,  and,  like  the  race  of  wk&s 
Debarr'd  the  chearing  fun,  incline  their  heads, 
Aad  feek  the  fable  mantle  of  oWlvIon. 

Thus  o'er  the  banks  my  pafilfn  boii'd. 

Till  Caelia  to  my  mind  arofe  ; 
She  all  my  r.oble  projects  fpoil'd, 

My  blood  ihrunk  baick,  and  aim  oft  froz,e, 
^o  vaunts  the  madman  in  l.is-cell. 

Angry  at  fome  imagin'd  fiave, 
Who  durll  difpute  his  royal  will. 

Who  durft  his  dreadful  ^'ry  brave; 
With  ftately  flep  he  now  prepares 

The  faucy  phantom  to  chaftife  ; 
Bur  if  the  keeper's  voice  he  hears, 

Down  tamely  on  the  ftraw  he  lies. 

fereral  valuable  papers  behind  him.  To  thefe  Mr.  Pennant 
aliKdes,  when  he  fays,  "  I  received  the  uafinifhed  tokens  o£ 
his  regard  by  vircHe  of  his  promife  ;  the  only  papers  that 
**  v/ere  relcued  from  the  fiaunes  to  which  his  moclefty  had  de- 
voted all  the  rciL"  He  was  buried  in  St.  James's  church, 
without  the  llighteft  moKumcnt  of  his  having  exiiled.  See 
the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  for  1776,  p.  162,  496  ;  for  1777^ 
p.  440  :  whence  this  note  is  principally  taken.  N. 
Vol.  VI.  I  A  SCENE 
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A     SCENE,    AFTER     HUNTING, 

AT     SWALLOW  FIELD     IN     BERKS. 

BY      S  N  E  Y  D      D  A  V  I  E  S  *,      M.  A. 

DR.  THIRLBY  fjJOHN  DODD,  ES<^.  AND  MR.    WHALEY. 

DR.     T  H  I  R  L  B  Y. 

npHERE'S  pleafure,  fure,  in  being  clad  in  green, 
**-    Which  none  but  greenmen  know.     How  did  ray 
limbs 
Exult,  to  find  themfelves  dlfrob'd  of  black  ! 

What  is  the  fcold  of  bed-makers  to  that 
Harmonious  pack  !  or  what  the  folemn  note 
Of  beadle  Simpfon  to  our  huntfman  Ihrill ! 

I  felt 

^  Then  fellow  of  King's  College,  Cambridge  ;  afterwards 
i-e£lor  of  Kingfland  in  Herefordihire,  prebendary  of  Litch- 
ficldj  archdeacon  of  Derby,  and  D.  D.  He  died  February 
6,  1769.  His  poems  in  Dodfley,  vol.  V.  viz.  "  Vacuna," 
*'  Epithalamium,"  "  On  J[ohn]  W£haleyj  ranging  Pam- 
**  phlets,"  "  To  a  Gentleman  on  the  birth  day  of  his  firft 
<'  fon,"  and  "  On  two  friends  born  on  the  fame  Day  ;" 
and  in  vol.  VI.  *'  To  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  F[rederlck] 
C[ornwallis],''  "  To  the  Reverend  T[homas]  T[aylor], 
D.  D."  "  To  C[harle3]  P[ratt],  Efq."  «  At  feeing  Arch- 
*'  blfhop  Williams's  Monument,  in  Carnarvonihire,"  together 
with  his  imitations  of  Horace  in  Mr.  Duncombe's  edition, 
all  anonymous,  bear  ample  teftimony  to  his  uncommon  ge- 
nius and  erudition.     N. 

f  Styan  Thirlbj-,  LL.D.  fon  of  Mr.  Thirlby,  vicar  of  St. 
Margaret's  in  Leicclter  j  and  born,  it  is  fuppofed;  about  1692. 

He 
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"I  felt  unufual  courage  when  the  fox, 
Wilieft  of  all  creatures,  ftar'd  me  in  the  face 


He  pub'ilhed,  when  only  B.  A.  of  Jefus  College,  Cambridge, 
^  An  Anfwer  to  Mr.Whifton's  Seventeen  Sufpicions  concern- 
ing Alhanalius,  in  his  Hittorical  Preface,  by  Styan  Thirlby, 
171Z  "  In  1723  he  was  editor  of"  Juftin  Martyr,"  the  dedi- 
cation to  which  has  always  been  conhdered  as  a  maiterly  pro- 
^uftien,  in  flylepanicularJy.  The  late  learned  Dr.  Jortin,  who 
vras  one  of  his  pupils,  was  very  early  in  life  recommended  by 
him  to  tranllate  fome  of  Eulrathius's  notes  for  the  ufe  of  Pope's 
Homer;  (fee  a  letter  of  Mr.  Fenton's,  in  the  Additions  to 
Pope,  vol.  II.  p.  io6.).  He  left  college  manv  years  before 
his  death,  and  refided  in  London,  firft  at  Sir  Edward  Wal- 
pole's,  and  afterwards  in  private  lodgings.  He  v/as  fond  of 
the  common  law,  and  ftudied  it ;  and,  after  he  came  to  Lon- 
don, Had  thoughts  of  being  entered  at  one  of  the  Inns  of 
Court,  and  being  called  to  the  bar ;  but  that  fcheme  he  after- 
wards declined,  and  lived  very  retired,  feeing  only  a  few  of 
his  friends.  Dr.  Thirlby  once  had  a  defign  to  publifli  Shak- 
fpeare  ;  and  Dr.  Jortin  undertook  to  read  over  that  poet,  with 
a  view  to  mark  the  paRages  where  he  had  either  imitated 
Greek  or  Latin  writers,  or  at  lead  had  fallen  into  the  fame 
thoughts  and  exprefiions.  Dr.  Thirlby  dropt  the  dehgn  ;  but 
le'^t  a  Shakfpearc,  with  many  marginal  notes  and  coiretftions, 
which  is  at  prefent  in  the  polTefiion  of  Sir  Edward  Walpole, 
to  whom  he  be<iueathed  all  his  books  and  papers.  In  the  lait 
edition  of  that  matchlefs  dramatift.  Dr.  Thirlby 's  name  occurs 
early  in  the  lift  of  commentators.  He  was  appointed  a  king's 
waiter  in  the  port  of  London,  in  May  1741,  a  iinecure  place 
worth  about  lool.  per  a-nnum,  procured  for  him  by  Sir  Edv.-ard 
"Walpole.     He  died  December  19,  J753.     N. 

J  z  (Through 
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(Through  enterprize  or  fear,  I  cannot  tell)  ; 
But  fare  the  beaft  was  hideous.     Yet  1  ftood 
-Undaunted,  at  the  time  that  Whaley's'--  felf 
Fled  in  difmay,  and  fought  the  neighbouring  co^re. 
Had  not  my  nobleft  champion,  generous  Dodd  f , 
•Spurr'd  to  my  aid,  that  moment  were  my  lall. 

W  H   A  L  E  Y. 

Y-ou  wrong  me,  Do6lor,  by  the  manes  great 
Of  my  all-trading  fire  +  :  I  ne'er  was  deem'd 
A  coward  ;-  no,  not  when  the  gander  dire, 
Furious  with  pok'd-out  neck,  and  f.ap ping  wings, 
Aflail'd  me  fore  perplex'd  ;  but  foon  the  gaggling 
Monfter  a  vi6lim  fell  to  ftone  or  flick. 
Then  call  it  caution  :  for  believe  me.  Sirs, 
I  took  the  grinning  monfter  for  a  wolf. 
Mr.  Dodd,  giving  Whaley  ajlap  on  tbeface,  f^Jh 
Thou  art  the  vilell  coward  that  e'er  liv'd  j 
I  faw  thee  as  thou  fled'ft,  and,  if  my  fenfe 
Divin'd  aright,  methought  I  fmclt  thee  too. 
,  In  vain  the  ftanding  corn  oppcs'd  my  fpeed, 
In  vain  the  farmer  fwore ;  nor  hedge,  nor  oaths, 
Dcterr'd  me  j  hedge  I  broke,  and  oaths  return'd 
With  recorapence,  and  came  in  need  extreme 
To  fave  my  friend,  waging  unequal  war. 
But  thy  o'er-weary'd  fpirits  alk  recruit. 

*  John  Whaley,  M.  A.  fellow  of  King's  College,  Cam- 
T)ridge,  and  an  ingenious  poet,,  as  appears  by  his  *'  Coiieclion 
'<  of  original  Poems  and  Tranflatlons,   1745."     Another  vo- 
lume was  publiilicd  ai"t€r  his  death.     N. 
■  •f-  Now  member  for  Reading.     N. 
X  A  lh©r-keeper  at  Norwijch.^   P. 

A  cordial 
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A  cordial  for  the  Doctor  ' — As  for  him, 
I  '11  make  example  dire,  and  to  be  rued  ' 
Bv  cowards  vet  unborn  ;  that  all  may  learn 
Soldnefs  and  enterprize,  and  fear  to  fear. 
Here,  take  him  hence  ! 

W  H  A  L  E.Y. 
Ah  me  !  hew  happy  once  !  [Exi^i 

D  O  D  D. 

O  for  invention  to  chafiife  the  crime  T 
Through  all  my  houfe,  through  kitchen,  pantry,  hal?,  • 
To  grooms,  and  cock,  and  butler,  be  it  known,    ' 
That  'cis  my  pleafure  Whaley  faft  this  day; 

And  whofoe'er  clandfefcne  fhall  appeafe    ;         ' 

His  longing  mavv",  himfelf  (liall  faft,  I  fwear,. 

D  R.     T  H  I  Pv  L  B  Y. 

Confider,  Sir,  left  indignation,  jufr 
In  principle,  tranfport  you  to  pronounce 
A  fentence  too  fevere,  and  o'er-proportion'd 
To  the  tranfgreflion  (foul  I  rauft  confefs)  ; 
But  may  not  mercy  whilper  to  the  though: 
A  mulcl  lefs  rigid  ? 

D  O  D  D. 
Do6lor,  this  age, 

This  daftard  and  fox-fearing  age,  demands 
Severity  and  rigour. 

Farrel,  be  tiiou  the  bearer  of  my  will  !  •  ■ 

Whaley  in  his  apartment.     To. him Vzrreu 
FARREL. 
Excufe  me,  Sir,  if  duty  bids  me  Ipeak 
What  kindnefs  would  conceal.    Thus  faid  mv  nDafter.: 
«  Through  all  my  houfe,  through  kitchen.,  pantry,  ball» 
.    : :  ~     ^  I  3  '        Tv> 
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To  grooms,  and  cook,  and  butler,  be  it  known;. 
That  'tis  my  pleafure  Whaley  faft  this  day; 
And  vvhofoe'er  clandeftine  flial!  appeafe 
His  longing  maw,  himfelf  fhall  faft,  1  fwear.'* 
WHALEY. 

0  Mr.  Farrel, 

Supreme  of  valets,  gently  haft  thou  told 

Thy  meffage,  which  would  elfe  in  telling  wound,- 

And  in  performing  end  me.     Some  few  hours 

Pafs,  and  you  '11  fee  my  hunger-quaking  cheeks. 

And  my  loofe  fkin,  defcending  and  unnerv'd, 

Apron  mv  nether  parts.     But  I  fubmit, 

And  will  prepare,  if  poffible,  to  faft.  lExii  FarreL 

WHALEY     folus. 

Iviimrod,  I  hate  thee,  premier  hunter  vile, 
Beaft  of  a  man  !  and  of  all  other  beafts 
The  fox  is  my  averfion.     Brute  accurs'd, 
Lamb-eacing,  narrow- fnouted,  ftinking  villain  I 
Author  of  all  my  forrows  !  but  for  him 

1  yet  had  flouiiih'd!,  unlmpeach'd  of  fear. 

Yet  why  the  fox  accus'd  ?  how  could  he  help 
My  trembling  nature's  fault,  not  his  ?  or  how 
Contrive  not  to  be  taken  for  a  wolf  ? 
'Tis  I,  I  only  am  to  blame.     O  cowardice  ! 
What  ills  doft  thou  create  !  But  chief  of  thee, 
Of  thee  I  moft  complain,  O  want  of  food  ! 
I  've  often  heard,  indeed,  of  that  wovd  faff , 
But  never  yet  the  meaning  could  devife. 
Ah  !  by  fevere  experience  now  1  feel, 
To  faft,  is  to  abftain  from  meat  and  drink. 
Happy  the  meagre  cloifter'd  man  refign'd  I 
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He,  at  fet  periods,  by  fpare  diet  taught, 

Can  his  commamied  appetites  renounce, 

And  pine  witii  voluntary  want.     Bui  I, 

Pamper'd  and  fleek,  and  jovial,  ill  can  brook 

Th'  abftemious  trial.     Flelh  and  blood  can't  bear  'r. 

I  will  not  faft.     How  not !  ah  \  there  's  the  quedion. 

While  furly  grooms  each  avenue  fccure. 

For  tv/ice  twelve  live-long  hours  mud  I  then  rue 

Hunger  and  thirft;   and  my  delighted  fpirits. 

So  of:  in  ne£lar  bath'd,  cxhaufted  flag  ! 

Muft  I  then  lofe  thee,  burgundy  ;  nor  tafle 

Delicious  morfels,  carp,  or  hare,  or  quail  > 

Unfortunate  !  Ev'n  now  perhaps  the  gueAs 

At  tiie  throng'd  board  make  merry  with  my  woes. 

One  afks  with  fneering  purpor'-,  "  VV^here  is  Whaiey  ?'• 

*  Dining  with  good  Duke  Humphry,'  cries  another. 

Pratt*  fmiles  malignantly,  and  Daviesf  grins 

At  mv  undoing ;  nay,  perchance,  he  rhymes, 

(Viie  Bard  !)  and  on  my  ruin  builds  his  fong. 

ISo  more — I  '11  to  the  window.     Beauteous  i'cene 
Of  water,  and  of  hills,  of  lawns,  and  tree;, 
Vv^iiat  refplre  can  ye  give  to  lean  diftrefs  ? 
A.nd  you,  plump  deer,  that  feud  along  the  lawn, 
Serve  but  to  raife  my  venifon  appetite  ! 

Am  I  deceiv'd,  or  through  the  waving  boughs 
An  ale-houfe  fign  peeps  forth  ? — I  'm  not  deceiv'd. 
For  through  the  boughs  an  ale-houfe  fign  peeps  fordi  ; 
Would  I  were  there  ! — but  what  a  gulph's  between! 
W^hen  will  to-morrow  come  ?— • 

Bell  rings  to  dinner.     Whaiey  faints  a-vay. 

*  Now  Lord  Caxden.  f  The  author.     P. 

I  a  TO 
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TO     THE     QJLJEEN     OF     HUNGARY,. 

BY       DR.       SNEYD       DAVIE  S. 

'^"T^IS  not  thy  fault  that  Europe  is  undone, 
Retire,  and  cairn  enjoy  thy  fctting  fun, 
Wliile  yet  thy  confcious  dignity  remains, 
54or  hafe  compliance  wears  the  Gallic  chains. 
AfTume  the  glories  of  the  fallen  brave, 
Nor  think  that  loft,  which  Virtue  could  net  fave. 
Know  there's  a  triumph  in  weM-earn'd  diftrefs, 
'Tis  thine:  —  let  others  (juake  ar  thy  fuccefs. 
E'en  leave  the  tield,  and  blart  theii^  with  the  reft, 
The  princely  dupes  of  half  thy  realms  poiTell, 
i.eave  them,  O  !  leave  them  to  tlie  curft  event,- 
To  reign  and  f.-ghy  to  conquer  and  repent. 
Sec  Fkury  with  one  hand  prefents  the  ciown,- 
T'other  conceals  the  fcourge  within  his  gown. 

Thus  France  rewards  her  gay  confederate  flavesj 
The  Prullian  boy  Ihall  have  the  rod  he  craves  : 
And  Poland  on  his  fons,  if  he  prev?.il, 
Defcending  crowns  and  iervitude  entail. 
Who  would  not  truft  fuch  venerable  things. 
As  hoary  Prelates  and  Moit  Chrifiian  Kings  ? 
A  violated  Faith  unheard  and  new  is. 
In  fuccellbrs  of  Mazarin  and  Lewis! 

}>ut  fcfrthe  Eagle  to  Bavaria  flown  : 
Happy  the  man  who  mounts  the  Roman  throne  : 
Happy  to  floitter  in  imperial  plumes, 
With  length  of  titles,  and  with  foUnd  of  drums  j 
Eas'd  of  all  power;  which  Gallia  will  fupply 
For  her  good  coufm,  broLher,  and  ally. 

From 
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From  thy  allies  what  mighty  aids  enfue. 
To  thee  not  faithlefs,  to  themfelves  if  true) 

y^.Vi  that  let  fober  Hifiory  declare, 

To  make  each  future  generation  ftare. 

Retire  thou  peaceful  to  Etruria's  fear, 

In  foul,'  fuperior  to  all  fceptres,  great. 

Here  Ihall  kind  Neptune  fence  thy  watery  bound. 

There  Nature  ftretch  her  guardian  hills  around; 

No  more  thy  towns  be  florin'd,  thy  armies  bleed, 

But  nobler  ?.rts  to  diadems  fucceed. 

Tliink  there  thy  joys  begin,  thy  labour  ends, 

Secure  from  Foes,  Relations,  Turks,  and  Friends. 
1741 

RHAPSODY,        TO        MILTON, 

BY      DR.      S    N    E    Y    D      D    A    V    I    E    S. 

QOUL  of  the  Mufes  !  Thou  Supreme  of  Verfe  I 
*^  Unffciii'd  ar.d  novice  in  the  facred  art. 
May  I  unblam/d  approach  thee  ?  may  I  crave 
Thy  blefling,  f:re  harmonious  !  amply  pleased 
Should'ft  thott  vouchfafe  ro  own  me  for  thy  fon  j 
Thy  fon,  though  dwindled  from  the  mighty  fize 
And  ftature  ;  much  more  from  the  parent's  mind. 
Content  and  blefl  enough,  if  but  fome  line, 
if  but  fome  diftant  feature,  half  exprefs'd, 
Tell  whence  I  fpring.  —  This  privilege  denied^ 
Grant  me  at  leaft  thy  converfe  now,  and  oft 
To  ruminate  thy  beauties  infinite, 
To  trace  thy  heavenly  notions,  to  enquire 
When  from  above  they  came,  and  how  convey'd  : 

5  « 
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If  darted  on  thee  by  the  fun's  bright  ray, 

Meridian  fire  !  or  rather  by  the  Mufe 

ISIofturnal  wafted  to  thy  favour'd  ear. 

How  elfe,  explain,  could  human  mind  exile 

Grafp  univerfal  Nature,  treafure  huge  ! 

Or  even  fay,  where  coukl'ft  thou  language  find 

Able  to  bear  the  burden  of  thy  thought  > 

Such  thought,  fuch  language,  that  all  other  vcrfc 

Seems  trifling  (not  excepting  Greece  and  Rome) 

So  lofty  and  fo  fweet,  beyond  compare, 

Is  thine  :    whether  thy  founding  pinion  match 

The  clang  of  eagle's  flight  :  or  thy  pois'd  plume. 

Dove-like,  cut  filently  th'  unconfcious  fky, 

Calm  as  tut  fummer's  breath,  fofter  than  down, 

Witnefs  the  fcene  of  Eden,  bower  of  Love, 

Of  Innocence,  of  Happinefs ;    o'erlaid 

"With  Fancy's  fineft  texture  ;  ftrew'd  with  flowers 

Of  amaranth  ;  her  rivers  nefiar  ;   winds. 

To  which  Arabia's  fpicy  gales  are  poor. 

Witnefs  a  bolder  page,  where  coping  Gods 

In  battle  rend  the  fiedfaft  hills,  and  fhake 

Heaven's  bafis  :  lively  flafli  the  painted  fires. 

And  the  imagined  thunder  rolls,  mcthinks, 

More  terribly,  than  tearing  the  vex'd  air 

When  troubled  Nature  fpeaks.  —  But  why  feleft 

A  charm  from  thoufand  ?   and  what  need  of  praife  .>• 

Who  fondly  feeks  to  praife  thee,  does  thee  wrong, 

Impairs  thee,  greatefl  in  thyfelf.     Thy  Kell, 

Copied  bv  other  hand  whate'er,  Vw'ill  lofe 

Its  terrors;  and  thy  Paradife  its  fwects, 

Soil'd 
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Soil'd  by  rude  touch.  —  Enough  then  to  admire. 
Silent  admire  ;   and  be  content  to  feel : 
Or,  if  we  follow  riiv  bright  track,  advaccs 
With  reverence,  and  flievv  that  not  defire 
To  rival,  but  refemble,  is  our  aim  : 
Refemble  thee,  though  in  inferior  ftrain. 

For  O  !  great  pattern  to  fucceeding  times  I 
Doft  thou  not  fmilc  indignant,  ta  behold 
The  tinkling  modern,  fetter'd,  yet  well  pleas'd^ 
Dance  to  the  tirefome  mufic  of  his  chains  ? 
While  all  ParnalTus  rings  the  filly  chime  ; 
And  Pegafus,  that  once  with  fpurning  heel 
Kick'd  the  dull  ground,  ridiculous  and  tame 
Can  amble  with  a  monk  upon  his  back.  — 
Could  Milton  think,  when  his  high  frandard  rear'd 
Th'  emblazonry  of  freedom,  none  Ihould  throng 
To  gaze,  and  kifs  the  manumizing  ftatf  ? 
Dallards  in  choice  !  what,  legiflacor,  then 
Avail  thy  charter,  thy  example  bright  ? 
As  when  fome  hero,  to  redeem  a  ftate 
Long  harrow'd  by  opprefTion,  lifts  his  arm 
To  crufh  th'  imperious  yoke  :  the  manv  fcar'd 
Srand  tremblingly  aloof,  and  love  the  mace 
That  bruifes  them  :  or,  if  the  cliief  return. 
From  the  red  hall  with  liberty  proclaim'd. 
Know  not  to  prize,  or  keep,  the  mighty  gem. 
The  Roman?;  on  a  time  a  madman  kill'd, 
Rather  than  not  be  lorded,  chofe  a  fool, 
When  Claudius  in  a  lurking  hole  was  found 
By  band  prsetorian.     AbjeiSt  thus  our  age, 
And  flaves,  becaufe  their  faihers  were,  to  rhvir.e. 

Is 
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Is  it  then  cuftom  (SuperAition's  plea), 
Ears  poorly  tickled  with  returning  founds, 
Why  jingling  charnris  ?   Is  it  to  fpeed  our  courfe  ! 
A  peal  of  bells  were  right,  if  we  v/ere  mules  : 
The  courfer  aiks  no  fpur.  —  Ah  me !   I  fear. 
And  fee,  and  feel  the  rSafdn  j  faulters  why 
The  Mufe  this  moment,  wearied,  flags,  and  pants 
Defpairing  ?  Such  a  diftarce  haft  thou  got 
From  thy  fxrft  ftart,  and  left  purfuit  behind  : 
On  the  top  brow  of  Fame,  in  laurel'd  chair 
Seated,  and  thence  look  down  on  mortal  toil, 
That  climbing  emulous  would  pace  in  vain 
Thy  footfteps,  tracklefs  through  excefs  of  light. 

A  VOYAGE   TO   TINTERN   ABBEY"^ 

IN    MONMOUTHSHIRE,    FROM    WHlTMiN  S  TER, 
IN'    GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 

B    Y      D    R.      S    N    E    y    B      D    A    V    I    E    S. 

"C'^Rom  where  the  Stroud,  fmooth  ftream,  ferenely  glides,- 

■*■      We  reach  the  peopled  Severn's  rapid  tides ; 

Stop,  ere  we  fail ;   and  from  this  point  furvey 

The  hill-encompafi'd,  fca-refembling  bayj 

See  the  ridg'd  tide  f  with  fobsr  grandeur  heave. 

And  float  in  triumph  o'er  the  river-wave. 

*  Of  thefe  venerable  ruins  there  are  two  good  views  and' 
an  account  in  Grofe's  Antiquities,  vol.  II.     D. 

f  This  manner  of  the  coming-in  of  the  tide  to  the  river 
Severn  is  called  the  Eager,  or  the  Hyger,  of  the  Severn. 
There  is  a  beautiful  aUufion  to  it  in  Bilhcp  Sprat's  Hiftory 
'cf  the  Royal  Society.     Pavies.  Lo  ! 
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Lo  !  \v1iere  it  cotncs,  with  what  extenfive  fweep. 
Like  fome  whale  fitklong  rolling  on  the  deep. 
Wide  and  more  wide,  it  joins  the  oiftant  hills 
Bv  fwift  degrees,  and  tiie  great  bafonfills. 

We  fail ;    now  iteadily  ;   now  gulphs  inform 
Tiie  tumbling  waves  to  imitate  a  frorm. 
The  rifing  fliores  a  thoufand  charms  beftow, 
Lawns  at  their. feet,  and  forefts  on  their  brow; 
The  pleahng  vill^,  neighbours,  to  the  flood. 
The  taper  fpirc,  ami  the  furrounding  wood. 

Thefe  lines,  my  C ,  read,  and  pity  too 

The  Shadowing  pencil  to  the  fcene  untrue  : 
5ee  thebright  image  of  thy  thought  cecay'd. 
And  all  its  beauties  in  defcription  fade. 

Where  to  each  other  the  tall  banks  incline. 
And  diftant  cliffs  dividing  feem  to  join, 
A  narrow  frith  !  our  gallant  Argo's  way, 
A  door  that  opens  to  the  boundlefs  fea  : 
What,  if  fome  fliip  with  ftrutcing  fails  come  x)q. 
Her  wanton  ftreamers  waving  in  the  fun  ! 
Juft  in  the  midfl,  as  fancy  would  contrive, 
See  the  proud  vellel  o'er  the  billows  drive. 

The  ftreight  is  pad  ;  the  waves  more  icrongly  beat^ 
The  prcfpeds  widen,  and  the  fhores  retreat, 
Tritons,  and  Nereids  !  how  we  leave  behind 
Towns,  palaces,  and  run  with  tide  and  wind  ? 
.Here,  noble  Stafford,  thy  unhnifh'd  dome  *, 
And  thence  the  long-flretch'd  race  of  Berkeley  f  come, 

.-^  The  remains  of  a  ncble  feat  begun  by  Staftbrd  Duke   of 
guck.ir.gham.     Day  its. 

rf  Eerkeley-calrle,  the  feat  ofthe  Earl  of  Eerkeley.DAvizs, 

Till 
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Till  tofling,  and  full  feafted  more  than  tir'd, 
We  change  the  wilder  fcene  for  paths  retired, 
"Quit  the  rough  element,  and  watery  flrife. 
As  from  a  public  to  a  private  life, 
Seek  a  calm  coaft,  and  up  the  channel  ride, 
Where  Vaga  *  mingles  v.'ith  Sabrina's  f  tide. 

The  fifter  flreams,  from  the  fame  hill  their  fource 
Deriving,  took,  when  young,  a  various  courfe, 
And,  many  a  city,  many  a  country  feen, 
High  towers,  and  walls  antique,  and  meadows  green, 
Mow  glad  to  meet,  nor  now  to  pare  again, 
Go  hand  in  hand  and  ilide  into  the  main. 

In  fpite  of  Time,  and  War,  and  Tempeft,  great, 
Afccnding  Chepftow  J  fhews  its  caflled  feat. 
Beneath  flope  hills,  and  by  the  rolling  flood, 
■Clafp'd  in  a  theatre  of  aged  wood. 
With  air  majeflic,  to  the  eye  (lands  forth, 
Towering,  and,  confcious  of  its  priftine  worth, 
Lifts  its  fublime  decay,  in  age's  pride 
Ere£l,  and  overlooks  the  climbing  tide. 

Pafs  but  feme  moments,  the  returning  fea 
Shall  thofe  high-ftranded  vetTels  fweep  away  ; 
That  airy  bridge,  whence  down  we  look'd  with  fear, 
Will  low  and  level  with  the  flood  appear. 

The  crooked  bank  ftill  winds  to  fomething  new. 
Oars,  fcarcely  turn'd,   diverfify  the  view  j 

*  The  river  Wye.     Davies. 
•j-  The  river  Severn.     Davies. 

+  Chepftow-caftle    In   Monniouthlhire.    the  feat   of  the 
Duke  of  Beaufort.     Pavies, 
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Of  trees  and  (tone  an  intermingled  fcene. 
The  (hadv  precipice  and  rocky  green, 
T^ature  behold,  to  pleafe  and  to  I'urprize, 
Swell  into  baftions,  or  in  columns  rife : 
Here  finking  fpaces  with  dark  boughs  o'ergrown, 
'  And  there  the  naked  quarries  look  a  town, 
Ac  length  our  pilgrimage's  home  appears, 
Tintern  her  venerable  fabrick  rears, 
Whil^the  fun,  mildly  glancing  in  decline, 
Wirh  his  laft  gilding  beaudties  the  fhrine  : 
Enter  with  reverence  her  hallow'd  gate, 
And  trace  the  glorious  relics  of  her  ftate  ; 
Tiie  meeting  arches,  pillar'd  walks  admire. 
Or  mufing  hearken  to  the  filenc'd  choir. 
Encircling  groves  diffufe  a  folemn  grace. 
And  dimly  fill  th'  hifioric  window's  place; 
While  pitying  fhrubs  on  the  bare  fummit  try- 
To  give  the  rooflefs  pile  a  canopy. 

Here,  O  my  friends,  along  the  mofly  dome 
In  pleafurable  fadnefs  let  me  roam  : 
Look  back  upon  the  world  in  haven  fafe, 
Weep  o'er  its  ruins,  at  its  follies  laughs 

A      NIGHT      THOUGHT. 

BY    DR.     S   N   E    Y   D     D   A   V   I   E    S. 

"jV/TrORTAL,  whoe'er  thou  art,  beware, — fince  Time 

To  the  rhatch'd  hovel,  to  the  trophied  arch, 
Levels  alike  his  undifccrning  fcythe  ; 
And  Death,  wide  fweeping,  no  diftin^ion  owes 
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To  the  crown'd  villain.     All  alike  in  Hell. 
Caligula  and  Chartres,  feated  both 
On  burning  couches  in  a  nery  hall. 

Whence  is  chat  milder  blaze  of  ^ther  pure^ 
As  opeoing  clouds  a  fcenery  divine 
Unfold  ?  where  brighteft,  in  her  robe  of  fk.y. 
Sits  Virtue  under  ihade  of  palm ;  with  look. 
Serene,  but  ftern  :  Herculean  flrength  behind 
Waiting,  and  trampled  v/orkls  beneath  her  feel,     , 
Neareft  her  thrx3ne,  alTociates  ever  dear, 
(Not  fullen  Cato,  net  th'  unfriendly  flroke 
Of  Brutus,  much  lefs  Gafar's  laurel'd  pride,} 
Epaminondas,  imiiing  at  his  blood, 
For  his  dear  Thebans  as  it  ftreaming  ran. 
Warrior  benign  :  Here  Antonine  the  jud. 
The  wife,  the  humble,  with  his  fceptre  low 
In  homage  to  the  queen  :  and  Nerva  there, 
Humanity  imperial !  pleas'd  in  death, 
An  heir  *  adopting  wl\o  ihall  blefs  mankind. 
All  the  choice  few,  union  of  great  and  good  ; 
Poor  EpifSlctuSj-with  his  free-born  foul: 
More's  chearful  wifdom,  Boyle,  with  ftudy  wan, 
Beneficent,  and  meek  ;  th'  Athenian  fage  f, 
And  Indian  $,  in  abftrufe  difcourfe  fubiime 
On  the  Firft  Good,  —  their  eyes  uprais'd  to  Preavca. 
Ga;:her'd  around  and  cuU'd  from  all  the  world, 
The  fiilelded  faint  rejoices  in  her  fons, 

♦  Trajin.        f  Socratcs«        +  Coiifucius.    D. 

T  O 


[      tZ9     1 

T    O        ?vl    R.        \V    HALEY, 

>iMITATlOX      OF      HORACE,     BOOK     I.      EPIST.      X. 

BY      DR.      S   N   E   Y  D     D   A  V   I   E  S. 

T^AVIES,  of  rural  fcenes  a  lover  grown, 
•^'^   Salutes  his  friend,  a  lover  of  the  town : 
Except  the  variance  this  and  fatnefs  make, 
\'-'bo  think  we  difagree,  perhaps  miuake  ; 
(The  difference  much  the  fame,  as  is  betvvcca 
The  egg  a  fwan  produces,  and  a  hen  :) 
Debating,  fcribbling,  faunteiing,  fitting  flill. 
Studious  of  eafe,  and  brothers  of  the  quilL 

London  vour  choice,  I  know  ;  but  1  approve 
The  molTv  feat,  the  river,  and  the  grove. 
If  vou  fhould  afk.  how  I  employ  my  hour  — 
Better  than  thofe  in  place,  or  thofe  iu  power  ; 
Not  plagued  with  patrons,  or  a  flave  to  pelf, 
Xord  of  my  time,  and  mailer  of  myfelf. 
V.'hat  have  vour  noify  fcreets  like  this  to  give? 
Or  what  like  this.  Sir  Robert  to  receive? 

Cotta,  difgrac'd  in  Aiiccnian  vales, 
Xikes,  I  am  told,  the  neighbourhood  of  Wa^cJ ; 
Sick  of  parade,  attendr.nce,  and  reforc, 
Fhes,  and  exhales  ti»e  furfeit  of  a  courc 

You  want  a  ground-plot  for  fomc  new  dewgn  ! 
Confult  the  oracle  at  Nature's  Ihrine, 
*'  Build  in  the  country,"  fays  the  voic>: 

Is  there,  where  Winter's  purer  joys  infpire, 
Morn's  whclsfome  froft,  and  Evening's  fmokelefs  fire  ? 
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Is  there,  where  Summer's  more  refreOiing  gales 
Fan  the  fcorcli'd  hills,  and  chear  the  drooping  dales 
Where  Difcontent  a  rarer  gueft  is  feen, 
Orfleep  lefs  broken  by  intruding  fpleen. 

VVhat  is  that  marble  portal  to  this  bower, 
Array'd  in  green,  or  pearl'd  by  every  fl-iovver? 
Or  what  the  ftream,  which  pipes  and  conduits  yield, 
To  the  bright  rill  that  trickles  through  my  field  ? 

Copying,  ye  own  your  wants  ;  the  cafe  is  clear ; 
In  town,  ye  humbly  mimick  what  is  here. 
Look  at  St.  James's  or  on  Grofvenor  fquare  : 
Behold  our  walks,  our  trees,  and  our  parterre. 
Tell  me,  why  Sheffield's  houfe  *  fo  pleafant  ftands  ? 
Becaufe  a  length  of  country  it  commands. 

Nature,  though  of  her  tone  by  Art  bereft, 
Returns  elaflic  to  the  point  (he  left; 
Spice  of  diflortion,  fhe  appears  the  fame, 
And  from  the  bend  recovers  like  the  palm. 

Not  flie  who,  guU'd  by  want  of  tafte  or  care. 
Buys  the  refembling  delft  for  china-ware  ; 
Nor  they  who  to  a  city- vault  rcfort. 
And  are,  inftead  of  claret,  dup'd  with  port; 
"Will  half  fo  dearly  the  deception  rue. 
As  they  who  take  falfc  bleflings  for  the  true. 
Thofe  who  launch  far  on  Fortune's  peaceful  lake. 
The  tcn^peft  of  Advcrfity  will  fhake. 
'Tis  hard  to  part  with  what  allures  the  eyes. 
And  the  hand  paufes  ere  it  drops  the  prize. 

Fly  then  betimes,  with  unambitious  wings, 
To  the  flill  vale  where  Peace  eternal  fprings, 
Leave  anguifli  to  the  great,  and  cares  to  kings, 
*  Now  the  Queen's  palace.     N. 
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The  Brirlfh  monarch  ■,  by  the  Pi6Vs  difmay'd, 
Call'd-in  the  warlike  Saxon  f  to  his  aid : 
His  good  allv  to  conqueft  led  the  way, 
But  took' the  whole  dominion  for  his  pay  : 
The  ftranger,  wanton  in  his  new  abode, 
^oon  on  the  neck  of  vafTal  nobles  trod, 
And  lifted  high  the  hand,  and  exercis'd  the  rod. 

Thus,  if  my  friend  foould  for  preferment  trade. 
And  fell  his  liberty,  of  want  afraid  ; 
The  meagre  monfler  is  no  more,  I  own, 
But  a  more  lordly  tyrant  mounts  the  throne  j 
And  who  a  treafure  by  dependence  gains, 
I  wifli  him  well,  and  long  to  wear  his  chains. 
'Tis  known  that  fhoes  (juft  fuch  is  an  eftate) 

Pinch  or  fupplant,  too  little  or  too  great. 

If  wife,  you  '11  be  content,  though  fhort  of  weaklv. 

With  the  rich  gifts  of  competence  and  liealcU  ; 

Defpife  not  then  the  happinefs  they  bring, 

For  virtuous  freedom  is  a  facred  thing. 

And  when  you  fee  me  break  the  rule  laid  down, 

And  on  fome  courtier  fawning  in  the  town. 

Give  to  your  indignation  full  career, 

•Nor  fpare  your  fiiend,  but  juftly  be  fevere. 

SONG  OF  DEBORAH,    JUDGES,   CHAP.  V, 

BY     DR.     S  N  E  Y  D     D  A  V  I  E  S. 

JT^  LORY  to  God  th'  avenger  !  povv^er  fupreme  ! 
^-^   Who  breath'd  his  foul  into  the  jarring  tribes. 
Uniting  difcord.     All  ye  nations  hear, 

*  Vortigem.  P.     f  Henglft.  See  Mikon's  Hiftor^',  p.  1 29.  r>- 
K   z  Yc 


132        MISCELLANY    POEMS. 

Ye  principalities,  ye  thrones,  attend, 
While  to  Jehovah's  name  I  lift  my  fong. 

Lord,  when  defcending  thou  from  Seir's  top 
Didft  dreadfully  go  forth,  with  pomp  and  ftrength, 
Marching  o'er  Edom's  plain,  the  flirinking  earth 
Shiver'd  with  fear,  the  confcious  Heavens  alai  m'd 
Bow'd  low,  and  tears  fell  copious  from  the  clouds. 
'Twas  then  the  folid  rocks,  like  melting  fnow, 
Thaw'd  at  thy  look  ;  before  thee  dropp'd  the  hills 
Cowering  ;  and  Sinai's  felf,  by  thy  bright  arm 
Aw'd,  in  a  fable  mantle  wrapp'd  his  head, 

Fre  vet  brave  Shamgar  with  his  conquering  goad 
Had  thinn'd  Philiftia's  frate  ;  ere  Jael  yet, 
The  faviour  woman,  fmote  her  mighty  foe; 
My  Ifrael,  be  thou  thankful  !  where  was  then 
Thy  fafety  r  tell  me,  fearlefs  coukiTt  thou  roam  ? 
Thy  highways  unfrequented,  fave  by  thieves,  ' 
Were  left:   no  wary  traveller  would  rifk 
The  ruffian's  public  haunt  ,•  but  turn  aiide 
To  (haded  alleys,  trufl:  th'  entangled  path 
Of  thicket,  chmb  the  mountain's  craggy  fide. 
The  pleafing  villages,  the  flocks,  the  herds. 
To  plunder  were  abandon'd  ;    while  the  fwains 
To  the  next  city,  panting  and  difmay'd. 
Huddled  in  fwarms.     Dire  havock  !  till  myfelf, 
I  Deborah  arofe,  parent  arofe 
To  Ifrael.     Fooliih  Ifrael  left  the  Lord 
For  nev/  Divinities  and  flranger  Gods. 
Then  the  fierce  din  of  war  befieg'd  your  gates  ; 
Among  twice  twenty  thoufand,  (helplefs  crew  !) 
Had  one  a  Hiield  to  guard,  or  fpear  to  launch  ? 
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How  my  heart  throbb'd  with  gratitude,  to  fee 

The  forward  rulers,  in  the  generous  flrife 

Heading  their  tribes  !  on  them  be  bleffings  fhowtr'd. 

But  ever  and  incefTant  blefs  the  Lord. 

Speak  ve,  who  ride  on  affcs,  filver  white, 

With  gorgeous  trappings;  ye,  who  judges  fit 

In  the  bench'd  Sanhedrim  or  crowded  gate  j 

For  thefe  his  mercies,  ever  fpeak  his  praife. 

Ye  tiavellers,  in  deferts  now  fecure. 

Ye  {hepherds  piping  by  the  river  fide, 

And  ye  blithe  herdfmen,  in  his  praifes  join. 

Where  's  now  the  archer  with  his  galling  bow. 

The  fudden  ikirmifh.  or  clofe  ambufh  !   where 

The  cattle  flak'd  th^ir  thirft  I  go  to,  ye  fwains> 

Go  to  thofe  waters  ;  there  wiih  reverence  due 

Tell  forth  his  a£i3,  and  there  record  hib  piaifc. 

Awake,  O  Deborah,  awake,  awake. 

Break  forth  in  harmony  divine,  give  fpeech 

To  rapture  ;   and  tiiou,  Barak,  rife  and  lead 

Captivity  thy  (lave,  Abinoam's  ion. 

A  fcanty  remnant  (fo  God's  will  ordains) 

O'er  proftrate  nobles  fhall  bear  fway  }  and  I, 

A  feeble  woman,  o'er  the  mighty  reign. 

Next  to  thy  tribe,  O  Benjamin,  in  arms, 
CtijTve  Ephraim  (from  Mount  Amalck  he  came. 
There  marfhal'd) ;   nor  was  x*Iachir  long  behind 
In  pouring  forth  his  princes  :   nor  dctain'd 
Ingenious  Zebulun  his  letter'd  ions. 
Who  dropp'd  the  ftudious  pen,  and  grafp'd  the  fword. 
Nor  lefs  did  IfTachar ;   while  Barack,  led 
By  Providence,  defcended  to  the  vale, 
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Of  chiefs  and  foldiers  yield  a  numerous  hofl:. 

Bur,  Reuben,  much  of  thee  thy  friends  complain^ 

Inquilitively  fad  to  know  the  caufe, 

Why,  mid  the  trumpet's  found,  you  hRening  choic 

The  lazy  bleatings  of  your  fleecy  care. 

Gilead  too  came  not ;  Jordan  his  excufe, 

Flowing  between.  —  Why  then  did  fe Ihfh  Dan 

Cling  to  hi^  fhips,  and  bartering  Axhtr  love 

riis  ports  and  fails,  more  than  the  blefl  campaign  ?" 

But  Zebulun  and  Napthali  be  prais'd, 

Carelefs  of  life,  and  foremoft  in  the'  field. 

In  battle  oppofite,  encountering  warr'd 

The  Lords  of  Cmaan,  by  Mcgiddo's  Hood, 

Conqueft  their  expefVation,  blows  their  fpoil. 

Not  fo  our  hod: ;  ailirtant  angels  came, 

Confederate  Heaven  was  lifted  ;  and  the  flars 

Fought  in  their  courfe,  'gainll  Srferithey  fought. 

Kifhon,  that  ancient  uieam,  Kilhon  renown'd 

Jn  ftory,  rolling  to  our  aid,  invoK'd 

Full  many  a  hoftile  warrior,  and  away 

Swept  whirling — 3  !  what  might  was  vanquilh'd  thc; 

My  foul,  thou  glorious  leader  of  the  day  ! 

The  prancing  fteeds  yet  rattle  in  our  ears, 

As  the'/  o'er  pointed  rocks  in  war,  in  flight 

Madded;  the  blood  gufh'd  from  their  mangled  heels. 

O  cuifc  ye  Meroz  !   (God  applauds  the  curfe^ 

Commanding  by  his  angel)  curfe  again 

In  bitternefs,  and  often  ;   for  that  he, 

Coward  ^nd  traitor,  arnrd  not  for  the  Lord 

And  Ifiael,  though  within  the  reach  of  Ihouts. 
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But  ever  amon^  women  and  above, 

Be  celebrated  Jael,  Heber's  wife  ; 

Thrice  famous  Jacl  !  O  my  friends,  ne'er  pafs 

Her  tent  unfung,  the  noble  fcene  of  death. 

Water  htf  crav'd  ;   fhc  brought  the  fatteil  cream. 

Copious  and  brimming  in  a  lordly  difii. 

She  went,  ihe  came  :   in  her  right  hand  flie  took 

The  workman's  hammer,  in  h.er  left  the  nail  j 

Then  to  his  forehead  dauntlefs  fhe  applied 

The  fatal  iron,  and  the  tcinples  pierc'd 

Of  Sifera  :  he,  ftunn'd,  elfay'd  to  rife, 

The  woman-chief  atrride  him,-  but  he  bow'd, 

He  fell ;  there,  where  lie  bow'd,  l;e  funk  dowu  dead, 

IV lean  time  the  mother  of  the  warrior  fiaia 
Sat  waiting  her  victorious  fon  ;  and  oft 
Liilen'd  impatient,  to  the  windows  oft 
Ran  in  furprize.     '*  VVhv  comes  he  rot  ?   ihe  criei.:> 
Blefs  mc  !    What  means  the  general,  not  returned  ? 
Why  creeps  his  car  ?   Why  loiter  thus  his  wheels  ?'* 
— Her  reafoning  ladies  would  have  faid, — -but  ihe, 
Too  quick  for  anfwcr,  fave  her  own,  replied  : 

*'  Conquer'd  they  have ;  raethinks  1  hear  tiitir  fiiour. 
The  glorious  ipoil  dividmg  ;  to  each  man 
Well  pieas'd  a  blooming  damfel  ;  but  to  him, 
To  Silera,  the  choiceft  cf  the  prey, 
Garments  of  nictxl  art,  the  needles  boafr. 
The  mantle  all  embroider'd  (on  both  fides. 
Ladies,  embroider'd)  and  in  various  hue, 
Rival  to  Heaven's  gav  bow  ;  fuch  as  betita 
A  gensra',.  a  cu:  nuertr,  and  my  fen."" 
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Almighty  Lord  fupreme  !  may  all  thy  foes. 
Thy  vaunting  foes,  thus  perifli,  thus  laid  low, 
Their  pride,  their  fplendor  thus  eclip&'d  :  —  But  O  ? 
May  Ifrael,  thy  own  people,  graeious  God, 
Thy  worfhippers,  flill  flourifh,  ftill  advance. 
Glorious  and  lafting  :  like  the  mighty  fun, 
When  from  Heaven's  eaft-gate,  giant-like,  he  flrides. 
Marching  fublime  to  his  meridian  throne. 

THE        NATIVITY 

BY      DR.      SNEYD     DAVIE   S.. 

•'T^ VV  A  S  when  the  cruel  Idumsan  *  rcign'd, 

His  childrens'  butcher,  and  Judea's  fcourg* 
Severe  !  fit  head,  and  worthy  to  command 
That  wry-neck'd  people  with  an  iron-rod. 
Nat'hlefs,  in  fertal  pomp,  Salem  ferene 
Rcjoic'd,  and  to  her  Temple's  lofty  gate 
With  fmother'd  curfes  climb'd  ;  yet  well  at  ep.fe, 
And  reck'd  not,  though  with  foreft  bondage  gall'd. 
Long  as  the  broad  phylaftery  remain'd, 
The  market-greetings,  and  the  chairs  of  pride  : 
Save  who  attentive  to  prophetic  fong, 
Explor'd  the  facred  rolls,  myllical  leaves. 
And  days  and  years  computing,  found  the  time 
Big  with  foretold  events,  and  ripe  for  birth. 
The  world,  not  only  Judah,  but  the  world, 
That  time  flood  gazing;  for  the  fame  waj  rife, 
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>  nd  widely  Icatter'd,  that  a  mighty  prince 

Should  rile,  and  rule  the  univerfe.     But  moft 

The  fons  of  Solyma  with  eager  hafle 

Open'd  their  fpacious  portals,  to  let  in 

The  great  MelTiah  j  or  on  Zion's  top 

Expeflant,  when  the  Saviour  (hould  clefcend. 

In  his  zEtherial  equipage,  all  arni'd 

With  angels  and  with  thunder;  when  arrive. 

And  his  triumphal  entry  glorious  make, 

On  plumes  of  Serapliim,  in  fiery  car. 

Fond  !  to  believe  his  prefence  (hould  avail 

Their  fpleen  and  Hebrew  gall ;  with  angry  bolt 

Smiting  the  blalled  foe.  —  He  gracious  came 

"With  balm  upon  his  healing  wings;    he  came 

Not  to  deltroy,  but  lift  the  world  to  Heaven^ 

Yes,  he  was  born,  and  (in  a  ftabie  laid, 

A  manger)  from  his  cradle  leftur'd  pride^ 

And  left  inferior  royalty  to  blufh 

In  purple.     Were  gold  of  intrinuc  worth,. 

Or  gems ;   think  we,  Creation  had  denied 

Her  Author  thefe  ?  could  thanklefs  Nature  grudgei 

The  Giver  his  own  gifts  ?  fhe  at  a  nod 

Had  pour'd  her  inmoft  treafure  up  to  day, 

Had  roU'd  her  pearl  and  coral  all  afhore, 

To  deck  her  Infant  King.  —  Nor  tokens  none 

Of  grandeur  :  hymning  Angels  fung  the  tale, 

In  heavenly  chorus,  over  Bethlem's  field  : 

Sung  it  to  lowly  fliepherds,  as  they  lay 

Tending  their  fleecy  charge  :  they  liften'd  glad. 

And  from  their  hovel>  draak  immortal  ftrains. 

Wli)v 
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Why,  in  the  firmapient,  that  beaming  ftar 
Kew-kindled,  alk  the  Magi  ;  from  beyond    - 
Euphrates,  crofs  Arabian  fand  and  rocks 
They  came,  direfted  by  the  meteor-guide  : 
"Which  hovering  o'er  the  flraw-roof 'd  palace  fpcke 
Their  journey's  end,  with  ray  down-pointed.     Sec 
The  fwarthy  worthies  ope  t'heir  precious  calks, 
And,  open'd,  on  the  bended  knee  prcfent 
Oblations  rich,  gold,  myrrh,  and  frankincenfc ; 
Hailing  the  King,  the  Prophet,  and  the  God. 

The  virgin  mother  penfive,  as  in  doubt 
What  thcfe  portents  might  mean,  and  whither  lead. 
With  tenderntfs  extreme,  and  mingled  awe, 
Hung  o'er  the  child  enamour'd*     Much  of  feers 
Antique,  and  angel-talk  revolving,  Ihe 
With  care  and  wonder  rock'd  the  holv  babe. 


TO          T 

HE           SPRING. 

B   Y     D  R. 

S   N   E   Y   D     D    A   V    I   E  S. 

■pAIREST  quarter  of  the  year, 
•*•      Abfent  long,   O  re-appear  1 
Ruthlefs  flranger  to  our  ille, 
Where  haft  been  this  tedious  while 
Brooding  o'er  the  Southern  main, 
Nurfing  oranges  in  Spain  ? 
Or  if,  in  Iralian  air, 
The  citron  blolTom  was  thy  care. 
Thrice  the  fun  has  annual  whirl'd 
His  car  flaming  round  the  world, 
And  you  never  ventur'd  forth, 
Painty  lady,  fo  far  ^'ort'.:, 


Savv 
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Saw  you  not  the  Britifh  fwain 
Wifliful,  beckoning  you  in  vain? 
Nor  had  ears  to  his  fad  lay, 
Chiding  your  unkind  delay  ? 

But  vour  fober  plea  produce. 
We  admit  the  jufl  excufe  : 
"^rither'd  hag,  deform'd  and  black. 
Sullen  Winter  kept  you  back. 
Lingering  long  her  frofty  rear;  — 
And  when  now  we  hop'd  you  near. 
Summer,  with  her  tawny  face, 
Had  got  poffelTion  of  the  place. 

Thus  between  two  neighbouring  powers,. 
Some  fair  province  lifts  her  towers  ; 
Some  Silefra  tempting  lies, 
To  either  borderer  a  prize. 

joftled  no  more  'tvtext  cold  and  heat^ 
Now  regain  thy  ancient  feat, 
Nor  thy  fifter  feafons  rude 
On  thy  right  again  intrude, 
But  ever  flourifli  blithe  and  free, 
Hefror'd  to  thy  gay  Tetrarchy, 

How  did  Nature  fad  forlorn, 
Naked  in  thy  abfence  mourn  ? 
The  wrinkled  earth  of  moifiure  driedj 
With  froll  and  fun  alternate  fried. 
The  tainted  grafs  forgot  to  (hoot. 
The  trees  were  ignorant  of  fruit, 
And  Ceres  Ihew'd  us  here  and  ther© 
A  ftragglLng  foiitary  ear* 

BIcls 
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Blefs  us !  knew  you  what  we  fek. 
You  are  gentk,  and  would  melt. 
Come  abroad,  o'er  hill  and  vale,. 
Floating  in  a  Ihowery  gale, 
Till  thirfly  Nature  has  her  fill. 
In  big  round  precious  drops  diftill» 
With  increafmg  lamp  of  day 
Come  and  fmile  the  florms  away. 
Genial  power  !  creating  queen  ! 
Touch  the  forefl:  into  green  : 
Come  at  length,  and  fpread  around 
Thy  broider'd  mantle  o'er  the  ground ;. 
Come,  and  ever  re-appear, 
Falreft  quarter  of  the  year  ! 

IMITx^TION  OF  HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EPIST.  XL 

TO    RICHARD    NEVILL    ALDWORTH^,    ES(^ 

BYDR.    SNEYD       DA  VIE  S- 

"fXTHAT  fays  dear  Aid  worth  to  fine  places  feen. 

Magnificent  Verfailles,  polite  Turin  ? 
Is  Paris  quite  fo  charming,  as  we  hear  ? 
And  not  one  figh  for  Thames  and  Billingb'ear  f  ? 

*  OfStanlake,  Bi'/ks ;  fucceffivcly  member  of  parliament 
for  Reading,  Wallingfod,  and  Tavi&ock  ;  under-fecretary  of 
ftate  to  the  duke  of  Bedford,  and  lecrctary  to  the  lords  juftices, 
174S;  fecretary  to  the  embafly  to  France,  1763  j  and  pay- 
mailer  of  the  penfions,  1764.     D. 

f  In  Berkflaire.     Seep.  153.     N, 

4  With 
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/Vlth  Roman  glories  is  thy  fpiric  fir'd,  "1 

])r  to  Geneva  ftudioufly  retir'd,  > 

A'ith  arts  delighted,  and  with  rambling  tir'd  ?  3 

Yes,  yes,  you  cry,  that  corner  be  my  lot, 
)f  Englifh  friends  forgetful  and  forgot ; 
i5v  gliding  Rhone  th'  oblivious  fiumber  take, 
")r,  muhng,  view  the  wide-expanded  lake. 
Tis  well,  I  own,  to  bait  upon  the  road, 

But  who  would  make  an  ale-houfe  his  abode? 

Arriv'd  in  town,  through  cold,  arKl  dirt,  and  fnow, 

Late,  wet,  and  weary,  to  the  bagnio  go  : 

The  bagnio  for  a  night  affords  good  chear  j 

3ut  not  the  befc  of  lodging  by  the  year. 

•Too  wife,  if  caft  upon  a  diltanc  Hicre, 

To  fell  the  veirel,  and  return  no  more. 

France,  Flanders,  Spain,  and  Italy,  and  Greece, 

Are  doubtlcfs  as  eilential  to  our  peace, 

As  in  the  fcorching  dog-days,  warm  attire, 

A  ftream  in  Winter,  or  in  June  a  fire. 

At  eafe,  in  affluence,  Napks,  Florence,  Rome, 

Are  pretty  things  to  chat  about  at  home : 

Commend  the  foft  Montpellier's  balmy  air. 

But,  hail  and  vigorous,  what  need  you  go  there  ? 
When  Fortune  hovers  with  aufpicious  wings, 

In  gratitude  accept  the  boon  Ihe  brings  : 

No  nice  delays  j  for,  if  you  like  your  meat, 

Ke'er  quarrel  with  the  room  in  which  you  eat. 

If  reafon  and  good  fenff  alone  give  cafe, 

Kct  airy  views,  and  profpefts  of  the  feas. 

Voyage  and  travel  are  but  lofs  of  time  ; 

Our  temper  will  not  alter  with  the  clime. 

In 
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In  Idle  diligence  from  morn  to  niuhc  j 

"VVe  trifle,  to  live  well  with  all  our  might. 

T'or  this,  in  Scythia's  cold,  and  India's  fun, 

On  horfe,  in  Ihips,  we  fwim,  and  ride,  and  run. 

Live  well  we  may,  without  the  help  of  fails, 

!No  matter  where,  in  Cumberland  or  Wales ; 

Content  is  ffinted  to  no  certain  fpace, 

The  man  may  be  in  fault,  but  not  the  place. 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    M  R  S.    M.  K.  . 
BY      DR.      D  A  V   I   E  S. 

A    Lovely  form,  fo  permanently  fair, 
"^  -^  That  Time  and  Sicknefs  join'd  could  fcarce  impair: 
O'er  the  pale  landfcape  fetting  Beautv  {hone, 
And  Patience  fmooth'd  the  wrinkles  Age  brought  on. 
Within  that  form  a  ftill  more  beauteous  mind, 
<(Like  fome  fair  pifture  in  clear  cryftal  Cirin'd) 
Born  every  focial  bleffing  to  difpenfe, 
Kind  with  diftin£lion,  wife  with  innocence  j 
The  faulty  to  reprove,  the  good  to  chear, 
Senfibly  foft,  and  tenderly  fevere. 
A  pleafmg  fan6lity  !  though  fcrious,  gay;  — 
Her  life  look'd  like  a  well-kept  holiday. 

Stoics  might  wonder  at  her  chriftian  mind. 
Serene  in  anguifli,  freadily  refign'd  : 
Of  God's  correction  (lie  would  not -complain, 
But  fmiUng  wearied  out  her  length  of  pain  ; 
And,  her  foul  wing'd,  as  Nature's  powers  grew  faint. 
By  foft  degrees  decay 'd  into  a  Saint, 

7  TO 


C     U3     ] 
TO  MISS  A.  W.  A  VEP.Y  YOUNG  LADY. 

BY      MR.      W  H  A  L  E  Y. 

T  WOULD  tell  thee,  thou  art  fair  j 
-*■  But  the  pleafing  tale,  I  fear, 
JMight  deceive  thy  tender  ear, 
Make  thee  fancy  beauty  more 
Than  thou  'It  find  the  faithlefs  flore  j 
Faithlefs  as  the  dream  of  night. 
Flitting  with  returning  light  j 
Juft  as  fure  as  Summer  feas, 
When  behind  th'  inviting  breeze 
Storms  and  thunders  loitering  wait. 
Soon  to  give  the  wretch  his  fate. 

Let  the  Mufe  then  fend  her  fong 
To  thy  mind,  thy  mind  yet  young. 
Yet  as  pure  and  free  from  flain 
As  the  fnow  driven  o'er  the  plain  : 
But  how  nice  th'  inftru^tive  lay  ! 
Yet  the  Mufe  has  bid  me  fay, 
Thou  haft  afk'd,  and  fhe'll  obey. 

Gentle  Maid,  to  vvhofe  kind  heart 
Friendly  Nature  doth  impart 
(Choiceft  of  the  gifts  Ihe  brings) 
Soft  good  temper,  firfl  of  tilings  j 
May  that  temper  be  thy  guide. 
May  Ihe  ftill  with  ihee  refide, 
Free  from  pafllon,  free  from  pride  j. 
Pride  that  aims  the  deadlieft  dart 
At  the  growing  Virgin's  heart ! 


} 


} 
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Once  its  poifon  enter'd  there, 
Nought  can  cure  the  wounded  Fair. 
Pride  like  Venus  does  not  move, 
Graces  at  her  fide,  and  Love  ; 
But  the  fierce  Defire  of  Power, 
And  dull  Ignorance,  march  before-; 
Affeftation,  Vanity. 
Saucy  Sneer  and  Calumny, 
Cruelty  and  high  Difdain, 
Form  her  virtue-killing  train. 
Shun  then  Flattery's  tainting  breath. 
Self-opinion  fhun  like  Death. 

Next,  my  Fair,  v/ith  curious  queft. 
Search  the  garden  of  thy  bread. 
Underneath  th'  enliven'd  clay, 
'Midft  the  ftreams  that  through  it  dray. 
Clay  as  fine  as  Nature  makes, 
Streams  yet  coo!  in  veflal  lakes  j 
ISearch,  I  fay,  with  niceft  heed, 
And,  if  found,  deflroy  the  weed  ; 
Fruitlefs,  baneful,  and  unkind, 
(Fond  yet  of  the  female  mind) 
If  bafe  Avarice  you  fpy. 
Pluck  it  forth,  and  bid  it  die  ; 
See  !  thy  parent?  praife  the  deed. 
Loathing  the  pernicious  weed. 
And  with  pleafure  bid  thee  tread 
On  the  fnow-cold  poifon's  head. 

The  obferving  Mufe  believe. 
Nothing  can  your  blifs  deceive. 


If 
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If  in  noble  fcorn  you  hold 
Thirlt  of  power,  and  love  of  gold, 
■Quell'd  thele  palTions,  thou  (halt  find 
Virtue  eafy,  foft,  and  kind. 
Thefe  two  dangers  canlt  thou  fhun. 
More  than  half  Life's  talk  is  done. 
When  thy  breaft  thus  clear'd  you  fee» 
When  the  foil  from  weeds  is  free, 
When  no  more  the  thiftle  grows, 
Nor  the  tliorn  furrounds  the  rofe, 
Thoa  (halt  then  employ  tiiy  hours, 
Gathering  i'weets,  and  culling  floweriu 
All  that  Virtue  has  to  give 
Thou  fhalt  to  thy  breaft  receive. 
Under  thv  commanding  eve, 
White-rob'd  Purity  fhall  lie  ; 
And  thy  a'lrering  cheek  her  tiirone 
Rofe-red  Modcfly  fhall  own  ; 
Still  at  thy  extended  hand 
Glowing  Charity  fhall  fland  j 
And  w>on  thy  lips  fhall  dwell 
Trutl§.  as  pure  as  Angels  tell. 

Th',.s,  my  Fair-one,  may  you  fhine. 
Till  fome  youth,  by  fate  divine, 
Scorn'd  the  light  fantaftic  crew. 
Reds  his  happinefs  on  you  ; 
And  you  pour  into  his  breafl 
Jovs  like  what  thy  fire  confeil. 
When  in  Hymen's  happy  band 
He  receiv'd  Eliza's  hand. 

Vol.  VI.  L  T  Q 
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TO     CHARLES     PRATT,     E  S  QJu 

FP.OM    HORACE,    BOOK    IV.    ODE    XII. 

BY       MR.       W   H  A  L  E  Y. 

/^  B  SE  Pn.VE  how  calmly  warm,  my  fiiend, 
^-^  O'er. the  fmooth  plains  the. Zephyrs  blow. 
While  trees  in  gentleft. motion  bend, 

And  ftieams  fcarce  murmur  as  they  flow. 
Sweet  Philomek  trills  her  fong 

Of  pleafmg  fadnefs  through  the  groves. 
Wailing  a  wretched  Virgin's  wrong, 

And  a  bafe  King's  inceftuous  loves. 
The  lliepherds  to  the  fhades  repair, 

And  on  the  grafs  their  lays  indite. 
Which  the  great  patron  of  their  care, 

Arcadia's  lifcening  God,  delight. 
Thirft,  Vv^ith  the  feafon,  Charles,  comes  onj 

Would  you  not  then  in  thirfl  repine. 
Bring  the  fleek  foal,  or  turbot,  down. 

And  well  you  fhall  be  paid  with  wine. 
•See  !  as  the  founding  cork  burfls  forth. 

Pale  Care  and  Sadnefs  itartled  fly, 
And  all  reflettions,  foes  to  mirth, 

Drown'd  in  the  fparkling  brimmer  lie. 
If  then  you  '11  throw  your  Coke  afide. 

To  fuch  enlivening  joys  inclin'd, 
Quick  mount  your  ffceed,  and  briikly  ride  j 

And  bid  Tom  bring  the  fifh  behind. 
For  think  not  gratis  to  come  off. 

Or  tipple  fcot-free  at  my  board, 

*  Since  Lord  Camden.     N. 

As 
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As  Wiien  o'er  iumpruous  meals  you  laugh. 

With  yon  fair  villa's  *  bounteous  lord. 
Come  then,  nor  rack  your  brains  to  know. 

How  many  fees  would  Wimple  buy  j 
Come,  and  confidering,  as  you  go, 

That  Hard wicke's  fclf  at  la!t  mull  die, 
Severity  for  folly  leave, 

3e{l  fucceffbr  to  puzzling  laws  j 
In  public  iife  however  grave, 

Be  gay  in  private  u'i'.h  applaufe, 
1745- 
MR.  WHALEY  TO  CHARLES  PRATT,  E?a_ 
FROM  HORACE,  BOOK    I.    EPIST.    XL 

TXT'HILE  you,  my  friend,  were  pleading  at  the  bar, 

I  read  the  v/riter  of  the  Trojan  war. 
Whence  good  or  evil,  Ihame  or  honour  flov.'S, 
The  plii'ofophic  Bard  exa£tly  fhows  ; 
With  ufeful  rules  and  fage  inftructions  fraught. 
Beyond  what  Grantor  or  Chryfippus  taught. 
What  makes  to  me  this  bold  alfertion  clear, 
Unlefs  fome  golden  brief  detains  you,  hear. 

The  tale  that  tells  liow,  arm'd  by  Paris'  love. 
For  ten  long  years  two  bleeding  nations  ftrove. 
Contains  a  tide  of  turbulence,  that  fprings 
From  witlefs  crowds,  and  full  as  witlefs  kings. 

"  Give  up  the  quarrel's  caufe  !"  Antenor  cries. 
Bu:  tiie  fond  lover,  hear  what  he  replies  ; 
**   Nor  health,  nor  love,  nor  empire's  eafy  charms 
Shall  force  the  ravifn'd  fair-one  from  my  arms." 

*■  \N1a::';^le,  the  fe^t  of  lord  chancellor  Hard'.Yickc.   W. 

L  z  Good 
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<5ood  Neftor  ftrives  the  fierce  difputes  to  quell,  ' 

With  which  Achilles  and  Atiides  fwell ; 
!Keen  Love  permits  ons  hero's  foul  no  reft, 
And  Anger  rules  alike  in  cither's  hreaft. 
The  people's  grief  from  royal  errors  fprings. 
And  fubjcCLS  pay  the  want  of  fenle  in  kings. 
Sedition,  faliehood,  evil,  lufl:,  and  rage, 
The  camp  alike  and  garrifon  engage. 

Again  what  Virtue  Wifdom-join'd  can  do 
Th'  inftru6live  chief  of  Ithaca  will  (hew, 
Who,  Troy  in  dufl,  on  many  a  diftant  Ihore, 
Much  ftudicd  human  arts,  and  manners  more. 
He,  o'er  the  fea  by  varying  tempefts  borne, 
Purfuing  long  his  own  and  friends  return, 
Stemmed  Fortune's  waves,  and,  with  unwearied  pain, 
JPlung'd  in  adverfity  rofe  fafe  again: 
The  Sirens  fongs  and  Circe's  cups  are  known, 
Which  vWth  his  comrades  had  he  fwallow'd  down, 
Unmann'd  he  'd  rued  th'  imperious  harlot's  wine, 
And  yelp'd  a  dog,  or  roll'd  in  mud  a  fwlne. 

We  're  ufelefs  mouths,  made  but  to  eat  and  drink, 
Shunning  life's  only  good  employ,  to  think. 
W'e  're  poor  Penelope's  diforder'd  train, 
Phseacian  youth  of  foft  Alcinous'  reign, 
A  vicious  crew,  that  lull  the  tortur'd  breaft 
With  midnight  fong  and  noon-tide  fleep  to  reft. 
The  murdering  felon  ailive  leaves  his  bed. 
And,  ere  the  fun  appears,  in  blood  is  redj 
When  he  fo  fwift  to  others  ruin  hies, 
Cannot  felf-prefcrvation  make  you  rife  ? 

Tlioiagh 
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Though  well,  you  will  not  leave  your  eafy  chair, 

When  the  full  dropfy  fwells  you,  you  muft  ftir. 

Call  then  for  book  and  car.dle,  ere  'ti*  light. 

Give  your  whole  mind  to  I'earch  out  truth  and  righr^ 

Left  fome  worfe  caufe  intruding  break  vour  reft. 

And  Love  difturb,  or  Envy  taint  j'our  breaft. 

If  penetrating  gravel  tries  your  reins, 

The  doclor  's  cali'd  in  hafte  to  eafe  your  pains ; 

And  Ihall  your  mind  a  worfe  difeafe  endure. 

And  you  let  years  pafs  by,  and  feck  no  cure  ? 

Set  out,,  the  race's  hardeft  part  is  run, 

Great  Wifdom's  work's  half  finifh'd  when  begun,- 

Who  lets  the  prefent  hour  unus'd  pafs  bv. 

Waits  with  the  clovvn  until  the  river  's  drv  j 

Poor  fenfclefs  ruftic  !  the  unvarying  frream 

Flows  on,  and  will  for  ever  flow  the  fame. 

Wealth  to  acquire,  is  mcfi:  men's  fovereign  care  5 
And  rlien  a  wife  to  bring  that  wealth  an  heir. 
In  trafts  of  wafte  th'  improving  ploughfliare  's  feen^ 
And  barren  lieaths  in  fruitful  tiltl\  are  green. 
Who  's  fatisf^ed,  however  fmall  his  ftore, 
Should  fcorn  to  throw  away  a  wifh  for  more. 
Ko  ftately  equipage,  no  fplendid  plate, 
><o  fumptuous  houfe,  no  rental  of  eft  ate,. 
Ere  gave  the  fever'd  blootl  a  moment's  reft, 
Or  pluck'u  one  thorn  from  out  its  maftcr's  breaft. 
Who  thinks  to  know  the  ufe  of  jav  and  wealth, 
Muft  ftrft  be  well  in  mind,,  and  ftrong  in  health. 
Who  lives  in  fear,  or  longs  with  much  for  more,. 
Has  juft  lach  p]e*,fu.re  from  his  ufelefs  ftore^ 

L  3  A3 


ISO        MISCELLANY     POEMS. 

As  age-dim  eyes  from  painting  can  receive,. 

Or  mufic's  ftiains  to  ears  impoPiI^um'd  give. 

Cafks  tainted  four  whatever  chey  contain  ; 

Shun  pleafures,  ever  bought  too  dear  with  p?.in. 

The  wretch  that  covets,  always  lives  in  want  ; 

Stint  your  defire,  Heaven  has  no  more  to  grant. 

The  envious  fall  to  others  joy  a  prey, 

And,  as  their  neighbours  thrive,  they  pine  avray. 

The  breafi;  that  's  Envy's  ilave  with  pains  is  prick\'l. 

More  than  Sicilian  tyrants  could  inflidl. 

He  who  his  rinng  anger  can't  control,. 

Sliall  rue  the  fallies  of  his  heated  foul, 

Shall  wi{\\,  in  agony  of  heart,  undone 

What  Pallion  will'd  on  abfcnt  Rcafon's  throne. 

Anger  's  a  fhort-liv'd  madneU,  and  with  fway 

Rules  fovereign  if  not  tutor'd  to  obey. 

Keep  flrongly  in  the  hot  rebellious  mind, 

Be  i:  with  bits  reflrain'd,  and  curbs  contin'd. 

The  docile  horfe  in  prime  of  yeats  is  l)roke 

To  bear  tlie  rein,  or  llretch  beneath  the  yoke. 

The  whelp  that  hunts  the  dcer-fkin  round  the  court, 

Staunch,  loves  the  held,  nor  ever  (luits  the  fport. 

Drink  early  then,  my  friend,  at  Reafon's  bowl, 

And  fill  with  wholcfome  draughts  your  youthful  foul. 

If  wine  or  gall  the  recent  veilcl  fiains, 

Each  fcent  ahke  the  faithful  cafk  retains, 

Start  then  on  Virtue's  courfe  without  delay  : 
If  you  get  on  but  flow,  1  fliall  not  flay, 
IiJor  prcfs  upon  you,  if  you  lead  the  way. 
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VERSES         ADDRESSED         TO 

OLD        CAMDEN'S        PICTURE, 

AT    LORD    CA  MD  EN'S,    IN    K  EN  T. 

BY       DR.       S    N    E    Y    D       D    A    V    I    E    S. 

T^  ATHER  of  Britain  !   (late  reflor'd  =^)  awhik 

Attend,  and  cafl  a  venerable  fmile  ! 
KnovvTc  thou  tbefe  walls,  tliefe  walks,  this  woody  brow  ? 
BluiTi,  good  old  man,  and  fee  its  glories  now. 

Know"ft  thou  the  man  — 
Whom  neither  fear  nor  favour  can  controul 
His  inborn  worth  and  probity  of  foul  : 
Mildas  the  vernal  gale,  or  fofteft  lay  j 
Firm  as- the  rock  that  fpurns  the  roaring  fea  r 

"  Inflexible  and  fteady  to  his  truft  :"  — 
Barely  to  fay  he  's  upright,  is  unjuft. 
Father,  be  proud  j  alfume  thy  later  fame  : 
Hear,  and  rejoice  ;  he  bears  thy  honour'd  name. 

Do  I  then  flatter  ?  what  I  for  dirt  and  pence  ? 
^Tis  falie,  ye  hirelings  !   wretches,  get  ye  hence. 
What  !   for  fome  meed  ? — with  me  as  light  as  air  : 
Trifles  and  toys  beneath  my  ferious  care. 
V/here  intereft,  trifles,  and  even  posver  nre  weak. 
Freely  I  draw;  and  wiiat  I  feel,  I  fpeak. 
Afk,  alk  the  people's,  afk  the  fovereign's  choice  j 
Aik  thy  own  Britain — (he  confirms  my  voice. 

April  1766. 

*  This  pl£lare  (an  original)  which  formerly  hung  in  the 
fame  houfe  in  Camden's  time,  was  lately  prefented  to  Lord 
Camden  by  a  gentleman  of  h's  ac«j,uaintancc.     D. 
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ON        MISS       W    Y    N    D    H    A    M% 

DANCING     A     LOUVRE     AT     BATH, 
WITH     LORD     C  A  D  O  G  A  N,     1735, 

BY      DR.     DAVIE    Sf. 

OCOTT  ftrikes  the  viol ;  foft  and  cleai- 
The  notes  proceed,  and  charm  the  ear. 

Two  brighter  forms  advance 
From  the  fair  circle,  and  lead  on  the  dancci 
Majeftic  he,  in  manly  flrength  for  arms ; 
Attra£live  fhe,  in  all  the  Graces*  charms  ; 
Cadogan,  Wyndham.     Equal  they  proceed. 

Advance,  retire  ; 
Now  ftraight  the  line,  now  gently  ending  in  a  fpire* 
Xsi:  the  magic  of  the  founding  r^ed 

Their  feet  commands. 

And  moves  their  hands  ? 
Or,  as  they  artful  flrike  the  ground^ 
Does  Motion's  harmony  provoke  a  found, 
Soft  as  the  mufick  of  the  warbling  lyre  ^ 
Behold  each  limb  in  jufleft  contraft  plac'd : 
Rylbrack,  in  marble  bid  each  pofture  laft; 
That  we  at  leifure  may  approve 
What 's  lofl  fo  fudden  as  they  move. 

Thus  let  Apollo  ftand; 
JDiana  thus  her  huntrefs  train  command, 

*  Probably  Elizabeth  daughter  of  Sir  W.  Wyndham, 
-*narried  in  1749  to  the  late  Hon.  George  Grenville,  by  -whom 
fhe  had  the  prefent  Earl  Temple.     D. 

•j-  Not  the  former  Writer  of  the  fame  nwne;  but  (I  appre- 
tend)  a  phyfician*    D» 
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Eur  thcv  fuch  vsrious  movements  try. 

To  win  the  hearty 

To  pleafe  the  eye, 
Ai  quite  elude  the  force  of  mimic  arc. 

As  dance  the  nimble  hours 

In  Guido's  eafv  air, 

When  Phoebus,  rifmg,  pours 

A  flood  of  glorv  from  his  car  ; 
So  Wvndham  moves,  attrauls  with  every  grace, 
Wins  every  heart,  and  charms  with  every  pace  ! 

VERSES'^    R  Y    INI  R.    WHALE  Y, 

IN     TRE    OAK^WALK    A7     B  I  L  1, 1  N  G  B  E  A  R  f^ 

"    Sacra  Jovl  Qoercus,  Vencri  gratifilma." 
'TT^HOU  ever  verdant  venerable  Ihatle, 
-^     Ye  facred  Oaks,  by  Time  thus  beauteous  made, 
More  bled  than  thofe,  the  favourites  once  of  Jove, 
Eternal  olTbpring  of  Dodona's  grove! 
Here  fiourilli  fafc;  nor  envy,  nor  complain, 
Though  your  tall  brotherhood  in  George's  rei-jr 
AlTert  tlie  empire  of  the  frighted  main. 
The  fea  and  all  its  wealth  to  them  relign, 
For  know  a  treafure  far  m.ore  dear  is  tliine ; 
Bend  tlien  your  branches  round  the  fea-born  fair,. 
And  bendrng  own  that  Venus  is  your  care, 

*  In  memory  of  that  moft  accomplifhed  young  lady,  the 
hen.  Mifs  ElTex  Griiiin,  only  daughter  to  the  late  right  ho- 
Bourable  the  lord  GritEn,  and.  niece  to  the  prefent  right  ho- 
nourable the  couutcfs  of  Pcrtfmouth.     W. 

f  Lady  Portfmouth's  jointure-feat  as  relitrt  of  Henry  Grey 
efq.  and  afterwaidj  the  feat  of  NevUi  Aldwoitli,  tfq.  See 
p.  140.     P.  O  N 
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ON    THE    DEATH   OF    OLD    BENNET 

THE    N  E  W  S  -  C  R  y  E  R. 

FROM      FEN  ton's       COLLECTION, 

/^NE  evening,  when  the  Tun  was  juft  gone  down, 

^^  As  I  was  walking  through  the  noifv  town, 

A  fudden  filence  throiigh  each  flreet  was  fpread, 

As  if  the  foul  of  London  had  been  fied. 

Much  I  enquir'd  the  caufe,  but  could  not  hear,  T- 

Till  Fame,  fo  frighten'd  that  fhe  did  not  dare  t 

To  raife  her  voice,  thus  whifper'd  in  my  ear  :  -^ 

"  Bennet,  the  prince  of  Hawkers,  is  no  more, 

Bennet,  mv  Herald  on  the  Britiih  fliore ; 

Bennet,  by  whom  1  own  myfelf  out-done. 

Though  I  an  hundred  mouths,  he  had  but  one. 

He,  when  the  liftening  town  he  would  amufe. 

Made  Echo  tremble  with  his  bloody  news. 

No  more  {hall  Echo  now  his  voice  return, 

Echo  for  ever  muft  in  filence  mourn. 

Lament,  ye  heroes,  who  fiequent  the  wars. 

The  great  proclaimer  of  your  dreadful  fears. 

Thus  wept  the  con([ueror  that  the  world  o'ercame. 

Homer  was  Vv^aqting  to  enlarge  his  fame  : 

Homer,  the  firft  of  Hawkers  that  is  known. 

Great  news  from  Troy  cry'd  up  and  down  the  town. 

None  like  liim  i  as  there  been  for  ages  pafr, 

Till  our  Stentorian  Bennet  came  at  laO:  : 

Homer  and  Eennet  were  in  this  agreed, 

Homer  was  blind,  and  Bonne:  could  not  read." 

THE 


THE         A     D    V    I    C    E, 

T      O         M      I      S      S        M-R-X-L, 

T   OVELY  mover  of  a  pafPion, 
'^— '     ModcfV,  noWe,  and  lincere, 
Lcr  for  once,  lince  'tis  the  fafhlon, 

Huaijjle  verfe  approach  your  car. 
Let  an  bonell  fwain  advifeyou 

To  difilain  all  arts  to  charm  ; 
Tiien  the  worthy  man  will  prize  you. 

Him  alone  vour  breafl;  flioukl  warnii 
Be  vour  foul  the  feat  of  Science, 

F.mprcfs  there  let  Reafon  reign  j 
Keep  with  Virtue  Uriel  alliance; 

Nor  Humility  difdain. 

Soft  and  moving  as  each  feature. 

Let  your  words  unftudied  flow  j 
Mild  and  gentle  as  your  nature. 

Be  vour  weil-tim'd  wifdom  too. 

Whv  Hiould  I  advife  in  drell^.ng  ? 

Modefry  would  be  your  guide  j 
Slic  can  render  vou  fo  pleailn^, 

As  would  ihame  the  phantom  pride. 

Leave,  DoiiivJa,  would  vou  give  me, 

I  could  whifper  to  your  mind  : 
*'  Keep  iTiy  rules;   and  then,  believe  me. 

You  11  excell  all  womankind." 

SONG, 
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SONG,  ON  THE  TWO  MISS  CRADDOCKS. 
BY   THE  L  A  TE  SIR  THOMAS  BURNET  *. 
'TpHE  mind  of  bright  Suky  's  a  iewcly 

Well  fet  in  a  delicate  frame. 
But  Annama  pleafes  me  too  well 

To  examine  what  caufes  the  flame. 
The  charms  of  fweec  Suky  infpire  me. 

Her  face,  fhape,  and  wit,  I  adore  ; 
But  Annama's  fmiling  eyes  fire  me 
To  raptures  1  ne'er  felt  before. 

The 

'f  Youngefl  ffm  of  the  Bifhop.  He  was  author  of  "  A  fc- 
cov.d  Tale  of  a  1  nb  ;  or,  the  Hiftory  of  Robert  Powell  the 
Peppet-lhow-man;"  (under whichchara^flerArchbilhopSharpe 
was  fatirif''<l.)  He  wrote  alfomany  political  pamphlets  againll 
the  laft  mlnlftry  of  Queen  Anne,  for  one  of  which  he  was 
tak.eu  into  custody  by  a  naeffcnger.  He  v/as  bred  to  the 
law  ;  but  wrote  many  other  ^Vwx  d'efprit  before  he  cultivated 
vlth  fuccefs  thofe  fevercr  ftudies.  One  of  his  fallies,  when 
Tcry  young,  was  the  following  epigram,  which  was  found. 
in  his  father's   epifcopal  throne  in  Sarum-  cath-edralj 

"  A  Bilhop  fits  here, 

Which  may  feem  very  odd, 

"Who  has  two  thoufand  neat. 

To  drink  and  to  eat, 

And  to  give  us  the  Peace  of  God."" 
He  was  the  editor  of  his  Father's  "  Hiftory  of  his  own- 
Times  ;"  and,  as  an  author,  was  concerned  in  a  weekly 
paper  called  **■  The  Grumbler  ;"  but  the  publication,  which 
induced  Mr.  Pope  to  expofe  him  with  fcverity  in  the  Dun- 
ciad,  (III.  179.)  was  a  traveftie  of  the  firft  book  of  the  Iliad,, 
intituled  "Homerides,  by  Sir  iliadDog^reV written  incon- 

junclien 


SONG.  15; 

The  one  eycry  2.d:  is  fo  good  in, 

Each  word  and  each  look  I  approve; 
The  other  fo  fmiles  on  a  fuddcn, 

I  only  know  this,  that  I  love. 
Hi:,  measure  with  Suky  Time  lofcs, 

Hours  fly  like  the  minutes  away  ; 
If  Anna  her  prefence  refufes, 

One-  minute  appears  a  whole  day. 

runiclon  with  Mr.Ducket,and  printed  in  17 15.  It  is  recorded  of 
Mr.  Burnet,  that,  in  the  days  of  his  levity,  his  father 
one  day  feeing  him  uTicommonly  grave,  afked  what  he 
was  meditating  ?  "  A  greater  v.'ork,  replied  the  fon,  than 
*'  your  Lordihip's  Hiftory  of  the  Reformation."      *  What 

*  is  that,  Tom  r'  "  My  own  reformation,  my  Lord." 
-*  I  fiiall  be  heartily  glad  to  fee  it,  faid  the  Biftiop,  but   al- 

*  mcil  dcfpair  of  it.'  It  was,  however,  accomplilbed.  Being 
cohful  at  Lilben  when  the  late  Lord  Tyrawley  was  ambalTa- 
dor,  upon  foqae  dlfpute  between  them,  in  which  the  merchants 
look  part  with  the  former,  happening  to  employ  the  fame 
taylor,  he  learned  what  fuit,  &c,  his  Lordihip  had  ordered 
■for  a  birth-day,  and  arrayed  his  fervants  in  the  fame,  while 
he  himfelf  appeared  drelfed  quite  plain.  This  occaiioned 
their  both  being  recallecL  Mr,  Burnet  then  applied  himfelf 
to  the  ftudy  of  his  profeflion,  in  which  it  is  needlefs  to  fay 
his  advancement  did  not  exceed  his  merit.  He  was  appoint- 
ed king's  ferjeant,  174C1  a  judge  of  the  common  pleas,  1741  ; 
k.nighted  Nov,  23,  1745  '  ^^'^  *^-^^  J^"*  ^>  ^753*  -A-  thin  vo- 
lume of  his  poems  was  publiihetl  in  i777,4to.--The  following 
has  been  related  as  an  inftanceof  his  evennefs  of  temper.  Din- 
ing at  a  friend's  where  the  coachman  was  one  of  the  atren- 
•^ants,  in  lifting  a  dilh  he  fpilt  it  awkwardly  on  the  Judge's 
deaths,  who  only  faid  facetioufly,  while  he  v/as  rubbing  down, 

*  Friend,  I  advife  you  for  the  future   to  greafe   nothing   but 

*  vour  wheels.'     N,  To 
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To  mufic  wlien  Suky  light  bounds, 

My 'fancy  too  dances  the  hays; 
When  Annama's  fpinnet  refounds, 

I  feel  on  my  heait-firings  fhe  plays. 

'One  filler  my  head  fo  poircifes, 

My  reafon  with  her  would  take  part; 

The  other  that  rebel  fupprelles. 
And  abfolute  reigns  in  my  heart. 

ODE,     BY     MR.     W  H  A  L  E  Y. 

ON      THE      ANNIVERSARY      OF      THE       NUPTIALS 
OF    JOHN     D  O  D  D,     E  S  Q^* 

"ORIGHT  Phoebus,  and  thou  Goddefs  Maid, 
■^-^     Who  mak'ft  the  fpringing  woods  thy  care, 
Whofe  ears  our  yearly  vows  invade, 

Oh  !  bend,  and  liften  to  our  prayer  ! 
Great  God,  whofe  fteps  bright  day  attends. 

With  thee  it  comes,  with  thee  retires ; 
May  none  be  happier  than  my  friend, 

Who  blefs  thy  light  or  feel  thy  tires. 
Thou  too,  Lucina,  hear  our  firains, 

Though  virgin  tliou  thvi'elf  and  pure. 
Oh  teach  the  teeming  wife  her  pains 

With  happy  patience  to  endure. 
For  through  the  rolling  nights  and  days, 

Since  Hymen  cali'd  this  pair  his  own, 
Nor  thy  foft  beams,  nor  Pagan's  rays, 

A  purer  nuptial  torch  have  knov.'n. 
*'  With  Mifs  Juliana  Jennings.     See  tliff  Scene  at   S'.v?.!- 
iowfield,  p.  114.     D, 
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Ye  certain  Fareb,  on  whofe  fix'd  will 

Unaherable  decrees  depend, 
Oil !   guard  this  cliofen  pair  from  III, 

Like  their  beginning  be  their  end. 
For  them  may  ever  cheaiful  health 

In  every Ijreathing  gale  be  borne. 
And  flowing  yet  weU-order'd  wealth 

Their  fields,  their  ftreams,  their  board,  adorn. 
To  their  whole  youth  give  Iprightly  joy  ; 

And  to'riieir  Icng-exrended  day 
Thofe  tranquil  njeafures  that  ne'er  cloy. 

Nor  finktill  life's  lamp  fades  away, 

TO        JOHN        DODD,      ESQ^ 

SWALLOWFIF.LD    PLACE,    .MARCH    2;,    1740. 
BY        MR.       W    H    A    L    2    Y. 
T^EAR  abfent  mafter  of  this  fweet  domain, 
-'-"^  Attend  a  while,  ':is  triendfcip  breeds  the  ilrain  ; 
This  bids  the  heart  midft  eafe  and  plenty  moan. 
And  makes  joy  taflelefs  when  confin'd  to  one. 
The  morn,  'tis  true,  can  no  where  fairer  rife, 
'Ko  Zephyrs  fotter  fan  the  evening  fkies, 
Spring  has  no  fweeter  tafk  than  to  improve 
Yon  flowery  level,  and  that  fprouting  grove  ; 
The  warbling  birds  fend  peace  to  every  ear. 
And  the  flreams  murmur  reft  to  every  care. 

Yet  this  my  lot,  thus  every  fenfe  employ'd, 
Sighing  I  find  each  pleafure  unenjoy'd ; 
True  joy  from  friends  made  bleft  alone  can  rife. 
For  blifs,  if  uncommunicated,  dies. 

Thee  tlien  the  happieft  far  of  men  I  deem, 
Whofe  copious  bounty's  ever-iiowing  ftreani 

-Gives 
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Gives  joy  to  ever}'  heart,  that  's  to  thee  known. 
And  makes  the  gladnefs  of  a  crowd  thy  own. 

Come  then,  my  friend,  and  grant  me  to  receive 
Joys  which  fociety  alone  can  give. 

How  I  exult  when  as  thy  tread  I  hear! 

'  Attendant  Valgius'  voice  falutes  my  eart 
See  him  his  honeft,  ample  face  difplay, 
Broad  as  the  moon,  and  chearful  as  the  dav. 
Mirth  and  her  train,  his  ilaves,  he  brings  along, 
Gav  gambols,  revelry,  and  wanton  fong  ; 
Kor  needs  the  aid  of  the  infpiring  bowl 
To  warm  his  fancy  or  difclofe  his  foul, 
Which  alwavs  opening  in  his  face  we  fcan. 
Claiming  a  friend  where'er  he  meets  a  man. 
Nor  lefs  fincere,  though  calmer  joys  arife. 
With  afpecl  mild  when  Gallus  greets  my  eyes. 
And  challenges  from  this  thy  new  abode 
The  hofpitaiity  he  once  befiow'd  ; 
When  Leominfter'*  flieep,  long  from  the  butcher  kej 

Their  mafter's  bounty,  and  our  hunger  wept ; 

And  as  on  Pinfley's  funny  bank^  we  lay. 

The  cyder  tons  ran  unperceiv'd  away. 

iHere,  as  in  Greek  and  Roman  times,  we  find 

The  pious  prieft  and  tuneful  poet  join'd  ; 

His  verfes  what  good  men  Ihould  be  declare, 

And  his  whole  life  informs  us  what  they  are. 

Prudently  gay,  and  chearfuUy  fevere. 

Who  can  but  feel  the  joy  that  friendfliip  gives. 

When  Paulus'  honeft  hand  his  hand  receives? 

Blefl:  man  to  whom  he  deigns  that  pledge  impart, 

Unfailing  fervant  to  a  valiant  heart ! 

♦  Pronounced  «  Lemfter'.     D. 

Whofc 
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\Vhore  warmth,  whenever  juftice  bids,  is  fliown 
In  a  friend's  caufe,  ftiil  warmer  than  his  own. 
But  oh  !  forgive  the  Mufe,  if  droops  her  wing, 
If  ev'n  to  thee  Ihe  can  but  faintly  fing, 
While  the  dear  pleafurcs  friend Ihip  e'er  has  {hown, 
Are  now  but  from  a  pa  ft  enjoyment  known. 
Til'  imperfect  joy  remembrance  gives  my  breail, 

Is  that  in  rhee,  and I  once  was  bled, 

Bleil  in  thv  generous  friendfhip.  what  I  feel 

Thy  foul,  from  whence  it  fprings,  forbids  me  tell  ; 

And  thy  experience  knows  what  Fate  denies, 

"VVliile for  health  to  diflant  Scarborough  flies ; 

For  often  has  he  fix'd  thy  lidening  ear, 
With  fprighilv  wit,  or  argument  fevere, 
In  his  wit  dignity,  his  learning  eafe, 
To  inftruft  his  bunnefs,  his  delight  to  pleafe. 

Come  then,  nor  farther  a  friend's  woes  prolong-, 
Whofe  grief  fincere  you  find  from  this  fad  fong. 

A    THOUGHT    ON    GA  M  I  N  G. 

BY        MR.       V»'    HALEY. 

'"  3  '"O  'z'Ad  o'er  avarice  with  a  fpecious  nuine. 

To  fuffer  torment  while  for  fport  vou  game, 
Time  to  reverfe,  and  Order  to  defy, 
To  make  your  temper  iuhje£t  to  a  dve, 
To  curfe  your  fate  for  each  unlucky  throw, 
Your  reafon,  fenfe,  and  prudence  to  forego; 
To  call  each  power  infernal  ro  your  pan, 
To  lit  with  anxious  eyes,   ?.nd  acliing  heart; 
Your  fortune,  time,  and  health  to  throw  away, 
Is  what  our  modern  men  of  rafte  call  Play. 
Vol.  VL  M  T 
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TO  THE  SPARROWS  AT   MENWINYON 
IN    CORNWALL.     BY     MR.     WHALEY. 

IRDS,  in  joy  all  birds  excelling, 
Happy  flaves  to  endlefs  Love, 
Happier  here  than  if  your  dwelling 

Were  the  facred  Cyprian  grove. 
What  though  thofe  celeftial  fparrows 

Boafl  their  food  nom  Venus'  hand?, 
And  their  feathers  wing  the  arrows. 

With  which  Cupid  ail  commands; 
Tell  them,  Beauty  's  all  opinion, 

And  ye  much  miftaken  are, 
If  the  fifters  at  Menwinyon 

Outgo  not  the  Graces  far. 
Tell  the  charms  ye  daily  gaze  on. 

As  ye  hop  the  woods  among. 
Such  no  mortal  e'er  fet  eyes  on. 

Such  Catullus  never  fung. 
Were  his  miftrefs'  fparrow  living, 

And.ihefe  fillers  to  him  Ihown, 
He,  poor  bird,  would  die  with  grieving^ 

Seeing  Lelbia  fo  out-done. 
Her  then,  fparrows,  each  gay  morning 

With  your  chirping  lays  falute. 
Hither  each  cool  eve  retuining 

Neftle  midft  the  leaves  and  fruit. 
And  if  e'er  your  reft  be  broken 

By  the  nets  of  fome  rude  clown. 
To  the  fitters  be  it  fpoken, 

And  they'll  kill  him  with  a  frown. 


A 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  THE  EARL  OF 

AND  dar'fl:  thou  then,  infultiiig  lord  !  demand 
**■        A  friendly  anfwer  from  this  trembling  hand  ?— 
Ko  more  thy  tears  my  tender  page  fnall  fcain, 
Amhiguous  tears,  dilL;mbling  joy  or  pain  ; 

"No  nKJrc  thine  eyes  with  fwcet  furprize  purfuc 
Love's  facred  myfleries,  there  unveil'd  to  you.— 
DemandTt  thou  ftill  an  anfwer? — -let  it  be 
An  anfwer  worthy  vengeance,  worthy  me  ! 
Hear  it,  in  public  chara6iers,  relate 
An  iil-ftarr'd  pafTion,  and  capricious  fate  : 
Yes,  public  let  it  (land  !   to  warn  the  maid 
From  one  wlwfell  lefs  vanqulfh'd  than   berray'd  ; 
Guiltlefs,  \'et  doom'd  with  guilty  pangs  to  groaa. 
And  oipiate  others'  treafons,   not  her  own; 
Deflin'd  with  (hame  in  Honour's  paths  to  run ; 
Still  Virtue's  follower,  yet  by  Vice  undone. 
Such  free  complaint  to  injur'd  Love  belongs  : — . 

:Yes,  tyrant,  read,  and  know  me  by  my  wrongs '. 
Yes,  traytor,  read,  and  reading  trcmb'e  too  I 

:1  come  to  blaze  thee  to  a  nation's  view ; 

;I  come — ah,  wretch,  thy  fwelling  rage  controul ! 

•Was  he  not  once  the  idol  of  thy.  foul  ? 

*  This  beautiful  Poem  originally  appeared   iu    the    St. 
James's  Chronicle.     From  thence  I  have  copied  it.     N. 

M  z  True, 
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True,  by  his  guilt  thy  tortur'd  bofom  bleeds, 
"Yet  fparc  the  guilty — for  'tis  Love  that  pleads  : 
Refpefting  him,   refpccl  thy  infant  flame  ; 
Proclaim  the  treafon,  hide  the  traytor's  name  ! 
Enough  to  Honour  and  Revenge  is  giv^en, 
This  truth  referve  for  Confcience,  and  for  Heaven  ! 

Talk'ft  thou,  ingrate  !  of  Fricndfhip's  holy  powers? 
The  tiger's  union  with  the  lamb  be  ourt, ! 
This  cold,  this  frozen  bofom,  didft  thou  dream, 
Senfelefs  to  love,  (hail  foften  to  efleem  ? 
What  means  thy  friend(hip  r  (liall  I  blefs  my  fate, 
Lofing  thy  love,  to  juft  efcape  thy  hate? — 
Remember  thee  ! — repeat  that  found  again  : 
My  heart  applauding  echoes  to  the  flrain. 
Yes,  till  this  heatt  forgets  to  beat  and  grieve, 
Live  there  thv  image — but  deteffced  live  ! 
My  hate  purfue  thee,  unimpair'd  by  age, 
Nor  memory  waken,   but  to  kindle  rage. 
Enter  thv  treacherous  bofom,  enter  deep  ; 
Hear  Confcience  call,   while  flattering  palTions  fleep  ! 
Where  harbour  Honour,  Confcience,  Faith,  ind  Truth? 
Where  the  bright  forms  vvhofe  femblance  caught  my 

youth  ? 
How  could  i  dcul)t  thy  noble  breafb  their  fhrine, 
Thar  felt  them  glowing,  tender"maid  !   in  mine. 
Boaft  not  of  trophies  from  my  fall  atchicv'd  I 
Eoafl:  nor,  deceiver,  of  this  foul  deceiv'd  ! 
Eafv  the  rravtor  wins  an  open  heart, 
Artlefs  itfelf,  and  unfufpefling  art; 
Not  by  fuperior  wiles  fuccefsful  proves, 
But  fond  credulity  in  her  who  loves. 

Blufh, 
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Blufh,  fhamelefs  grandeur,  blufh  1  fliall  Britain's 
Daring  all  crimes,  not  dare  to  be  fincere  -  [Peer, 

V/iiat  charms  were  mine,  to  temptthy  guilty  fires  ? 
What  wealth,  what  honours  from  illuftrious  fires  ? 
Can  virtue's  fimpk  fpoils  adorn  thy  race  ? 
Shall  annals  mark  a  village  maid's  difgrace  ? 
When  hurfting  tears  my  inward  anguifh  fpcak. 
When  palenefs  fpreads  my  fometimes  fluOiing  cheek  ;  . 
Vv'lien  mv  frame  trembles  with  convulfive  frrife, 
Mv  fpirits  flutter  on  the  verge  of  life; 
Wi^n  to  mv  heart  my  ebbing  pulle  i^  diiven, 
My  eves  throw  faint  accufmg  beams  to  heaven  ; 

Yet  griefs  that  freeze  my  accents,  fave  my  fame  r 

Come,  blaft  it,  traytor  ! — no  ;   the  tale  of  fhame, 
The  guiltv  tale,  unwilling  lips  confine  — 
?,iv  portion,  mifery  ;   but  no  triumph  thiae  ! 

Would  thou  hadll  lef:  me  wbere  I  r.iet  thine  eye, 
A  fimple  flower,  to  bloom  in  (hades  and  die  ! 
On  downy  wings  where  rofe  the  fprightly  morn, 
\\  here  evening  found  no:  in  my  bread  a  thorn  : 
Pure  joys  were  mine  ;   Content  at  lead,  that  flows 
With  temperate  current  through  rhib  vale  if  v.ces. 
Cruel,  to  poifon  moments  fweet  as  thefc  ! 
On  me  to  praftife  fatal  arts  to  pleafe  ! 
Defiin'd,  if  profperous,  for  fublimer  charms, 
To  court  proud  Wealth  and  Greatnefs  to  thy  arms. 
How  many  a  lighter,  many  a  fairer  dame, 
Fond  of  her  prize,  had  fann'd  thy  fickle  flame; 
With  livelier  moments  footh'd  thy  vacant  mind, 
Eafy  pofTcfs'd  thee,  eafy  too  rengn'd  j 

M  3  Chang'd 
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Chang'ci  but  her  objeft,  Pallion's  vviliing  Have, 
Nor  felt  the  wound  that  fefters  to  the  grave  ! 
Ah  !  had  I,  confe:ous  of  thv  fierce  defires, 
But  half  confenting  fhar'd  contagious  fires,  - 
Half  yielding  heard  thine  impious  fuit  maintain'd. 
This  trembling  heart  had  fuffer'd,  not  complain'd  ; 
But,  ah  !  with  tears  and  crowded  fighs  to  fuc, 
To  drefs  diirembled  pafilons  like  the  true? 
To  borrow  dill  Confufion's  fwect  difguife, 
Meet  my  coy  virtues  with  dtjeftcd  eyes  ; 
To  fteal  their  language  wh'ch  no  v.oids  impart,  . 
And  give  ine  back  the  image  of  my  heart; 
This,  this  was  treachery  : — by  fuch  arts  alTairdy 
1  fell — Great  God  !    what  virtue  had  not  fail'd  ! 

Yet  unrelenting  ftill  the  tyrant  cries, 
Heedlefs  of  Pity's  voice,  and  Beauty's  fighs, 
That  pious  frauds,  the  wifcft,  beft,  approve, 
Aad  Heaven  but  fmiles  at  perjuries  in  love  "**■. 
No  J  Pleaven  and  Virtue  fcorn  the  mean  pretence  I 
No  J  'tis  the  villain's,  'tis  the  flave's  defence! 
No  5   'tis  the  bafe  fenfation  cowards  feel  ! 
The  wretch  who  trembles  at  the  brave  man's  fteel- 
In  woman's  lage  no  daring  mifchief  fears, 
And  mocks  the  feeble  arms  of  fighs  and  tears. 
In  vain  a  fex,  by  nature  taught  to  reft 
Its  trembling  weaknefs  on  your  firmer  breaft. 
Pleads  pity  : — coward  man,  to  woman  brave, 
Infults  the  virtue  he  was  born  to  fave. 

What !  fliall  the  lighteft  promife  lips  can  feign 
Bind  man  to  man  in  Honour's  facred  chain  ? 

*  <<  Jupiter  in  coelo  perjuria  ridet  amantwm." 

And 
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And  oaths  ro  us  not  fanftify  th'  accord, 

Not  heaven  auefted,   nor  heaven's  awful  Lord  r—  ' 

Whv  various  laws  for  beings  form'd  the  fame? 

Equal  from  one  induli^ent  power  we  cam.e, 

Who,  blefung  to  be  bleft,  defign'd  his  race 

With  manly  vigour  tempering  female  grace.- 

Sequefter'd  from  our  fex,  vain  man,  relate 

Your  folitary  pleafures,  fullen  ilate  ! 

What  tender  joys  fit  brooding  o'er  3'our  ftore  ? 

What  llumbersf  fdoth  Ambition  bath'd  in  gore  ? 

'Tis  ours,  tli'  unfocial  palTions  to  controul. 

To  po'dtthe  balm  that  heals  the  wounded  foul ; 

To  lure  your  fancv  with  diviner  themes 

Than  V.'ealth,  than  Power's  delufive  relllefs  dreams. 

Yet  frantic  m.an,  dilTolving  bonds  fo  dear, 

Secure  from  Love,  his  empire  founds  on  Fear  : 

Nor  dream'ft  thou,  traytor,  what  confirms  thy  laws, 

Not  manly  triumph — Blufh  to  hear  the  caufe  ! 

'Tis  female  foftnefs — Tyrants  elfe  might  feel 

The  defperate  vengeance  of  a  woman's  (leel. 

Still  if  you  glory  in  the  lion's  force. 
Come,  nobly  emulate  that  lion's  courfe  ! 
From  guarded  herds  he  vindicates  his  prey. 
Not  lurks  in  thickets  from  the  blaze  of  day  s 
W^hile  marl,  r.o:  confident  in  manly  arms, 
Now  offering  truce,  now  founding  falfe  alarms, 
'vVith  cuftoms,  laws,  with  terror,  fraud,  combin'dj  • 
iV'elaxes  aH  the  nerves  that  brace  the  mind. 
Then  lordlr,  favage,  rends  the  trembling  heart, 
"irfl  gain'd  by  treachery,  snd  then  tam^d  by  art,  ■ 

M  4  Ara 
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Are  thefe  refle6lions  then  that  Love  infpires  ? 
Is  bitter  grief  the  fruit  of  fair  defires  ? 
From  whofe  example  could  I  dream  to  find 
The  mournful  privilege  to  curfe  mankind  ? 
Ah,  long  I  drove  to  burft  th' enchanting  tye, 
And  form'd  rcfolves  that  ev'n  in  forming  die  : 
Too  long  I  linger'd  on  the  fatal  coafi:, 
And  ey'd  the  ocean  where  my  wealth  was  loft  ; 
In  filence  wept,  fcarce  venturing  to  complain  j 
Still  to  my  heart  dillembled  half  my  pain  : 
Afcrib'd  my  fuffcrings  to  its  fears,  not  you  ; 
Beheld  you  treacherous,  and  then  wifli'd  you  true. 
Sooth 'd  by  thofe  wiflies,  by  myfelf  deceiv'd, 
I  fondly  hop'd,  and,  hoping,  I  believ'd. — 
Cruel  !  to  whom,  ah  whither  can  I  flee, 
Friends,  Fortune,  Fame,  deferted  all  for  thee  ? 
On  whom  but  Thee  this  aching  frame  repofe  ? 
With  whom  but  Thee  depofit  all  its  woes  ? 
To  whom,  but  Thee,  explain  its  flifled  groan, 
And  live  for  whom  but  Thee  and  Love  alone  ? 
"What  hand  to  probe  my  bleeding  heart  be  found  ? 
What  hand  to  heal,  but  his  that  gave  the  wound  ? 

O  dreadful  chaos !  when  the  ruin'd  mind, 
Loft:  to  itfelf,  to  virtue,  human-kind. 
From  earth  to  heaven,  a  meteor  flaming  wide, 
Link'd  to  no  fyftem,  to  no  world  allied. 
Feels  all  a  blank  within  :— each  pregnant  thought 
That  Nature,  Reafon,  that  Experience  taught, 
Paft,  prefent,  future,  feels  alike  deftroy'd, 
While  Love  alone  ufurps  the  mighty  void  1 
/  A  void 
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A  void  how  gloomy,  when  that:  Love  is  flown  ! 
"^Vhat  (haJes  we  gr^^p,  the  noble  fubftance  gone  ! 
From  one  ador'd,  adoring  once,  we  dream 
Of  Friendfhip'b  tendernefs — ev'n  cold  Efteem. 
KciciTicd,  ftill  the  fuppliant  fuit  advance — 
Pitad  for  a  laft  fareucll — a  moment's  glance — 
A  lerter — token — wreck'd  in  fcarch  of  fliore, 
We  catch  the  plank  of  Hope,  and  rife  no  more. 

In  that  diead  moment  when  the  hovering  flame 
Scarce  languifh'd  into  life,  again  you  came  ; 
Purfued  again  a  too  fuccefsful  theme, 
And  drv'"d  my  eyes,  with  yours  again  to  Areara  : 
When  praftis'd  tears  vour  venial  tauk  confeft. 
And  half  diflembled,  half  excus'd  tlie  reft. 
To  kindred  griefs  taught  pity  by  my  own, 
Sighs  I  return'd,  and  anfwer'd  groan  for  groan; 
Your  felf-reproaches,  f^ifling  mine,  approv'd. 
And  much  I  credited,  for  much  I  lov'd. 
Kot  long  the  foul  this  doubtful  dream  prolongs  j 
Pardoning  indeed,  but  not  forgetting  wrongs. 
It  fcorns  the  traytor,  and  with  confcious  pride 
Scorns  a  bafe  felf-defertir.g  to  his  (ide  : 
Great  by  misfortune,  greater  by  defpair, 
Its  heaven  once  lott,  difdains  an  humbler  care  ; 
Perhaps  too  tender,  or  too  fierce,  mv  foul 
Difclaiming  half  the  heart,  demands  the  whole. 

I  blame  thee  not,  that,  fickle  as  thv  race, 
New  loves  invite  thee,  and  the  old  efface  ; 
That  cold,  infenfible  thy  foul  appears 
To  Vinue's  fmiles,  to  Virtue's  very  tears  :— 

But 
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But  oh,  a  licar:  wbofe  tendcrnsfs  you  knew,  • 

That  held,  frail  tenure  !  life  irfelf  from  you  ; 

In  fond  p'.eiumption  thst  lecurelv  plav'd, 

Securely  flumber'd  in  your  friendly  fnade, 

Whofe  every  vveaknefs,  every  fiiih,  to  fhare, 

The  powers  that  haunt  the  perjur'd,  heard  you  fwear — 

Was  this  a  heart  you  wantonly  rcfijjn'd 

Vitlim  to  learn,  to  ruin,  and  mankind  ? 

Was  this^ — O  crayror,  that  betray'il  no  more, 

What  means  thy  pity  ?  what  can  vows  rcftore  ? 

Gan  vows  recall  th'  autumnal  year  to  bloom  ? 

Or  quicken  afnes  fiumbtiitig  in  the  tomb  ? 

Can  vows  to  fmiles  relax  the  brow  of  Care, 

Or  heal  thy  fears  of  anguifli,  fierce  Defpair  ? 

Bid  Virtue's  luliied  flames  again  rehne? 

Or  Honour  vilit  a  deferted  ihrine  ? 

Ah  no  : — nor  prayers,  nor  all  th'im^morral  powers,  ■ 

Back  to  their  once-trod  circles  win  the  hours  ! 

Cruel !  .no  more  thy  flattering  form  betrays. 

The  feeble  vifion  melts  in  Reafon's  rays. — 

Yet  take  my  pardon  in  my  iaft  farewell — - 

Daggers,  like  thofe  you  planted,  never  feel ! 

Fated,  like  me,  to  curfe,  yet  court  your  fate ; 

To  blend,  in  dreadful  union,  Love  and  Hate  j 

Chiding  the  prefent  moment's  ling'iing  hafte. 

To  dread  the  future,  and  deplore  the  part  ; 

Like  me  condemn  th'  effeft,  the  caufe  approve. 

Renounce  the  lover,  yet  retain  the  love  ! 

Yes,  Love  !   ev'n  now,  in  this  ill-fated  hour. 
An  exile  from  thy  joys/ 1  feel  thy  power. 

5  Yon 
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Ton  orient  fun,  once  lovely  to  my  fight, 

Bathing  in  vernal  clews  his^  youthful  light, 

Congenial  to  nry  gri^f^,  row  fullen  glows  r 

Ths  ftreams  that  inurrftur,  yet  not  court  repofe; 

The  breezes  fiokening  with  my  mind's  difeafe,- 

And  valleys  laughing  to  all  eyes  but  thefe. 

Proclaim  thy  abfence.  Love  !   whofe  beam  alone 

Lighted  my  morn  wi:h  glories  not  its  own! 

Ah,  noblefl:  paffdn  life  and  youth  impart. 

Soon  as  thy  fiame  fnot  rapture  to  ray  heart, 

A  new  creation  brighten'd  on  my  view; 

Nurs'd  in  thy  fmiles  the  focial  paifions  grew  : 

New  ftrung,  th' harmonious  nerves,  the  thrilling  veinj, 

Heat,  in  fweet  unifon,  to  others  pains. 

The  blood,  to  partial  cuprents  once  connn'd, 

Kow  fweli'd  ar?  ocean,  and  embrac'd  mankind. 

The  foul,  once  centering  in  itfelf  the  blaze. 

Now  wide  diftus'd  Benevolence's  rays ; 

Kindling  on  earth,- purfu'd  th'  setherial  road. 

In  hallow'd  fiames  afcending  to  its  God. 

Ah,  Love  I — in  vain  a  blafiing  liaml  deflroys ' 
Thv  fweUing  blofloms  of  expeded  jovs ; 
Converts  to  poifon  what  for  food  was  given, 
Thv  manna  dropping  fronv  its  native  heaven  ; 
Vittorious  Itill  thou  triumpl>Tt  !   fiill  confefc 
The  pureft  tranfport  that  can  warm  the  breafl  — - 
Yes,  traytor,  yes  : — my  heart,  to  Nature  true, 
Adores  the  pallion,  and  detefts  but  you. 


T  O 
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TO    A    FRIEND.    BY    MR.    WHALEY. 

IN     IMITATION      OF     MARTIAL. 

np^HE  things  that  beft  teach  life  to  pleafe 
-^     My  deareft,  happieft  youth,  are  thcfe. 
A  fortune,  fome  kind  kinfman's  boon, 
Unearn'd  b^'  labour  of  your  own  ; 
A  pleafant  fruitful  Berkfliire  foil, 
O'erpaving  fall  the  tiller's  toil, 
And  from  all  law-fuits  ever  free, 
Tbou<',h  even  Pratt  your  counfel  be. 
In  ftate  affairs  too  fmall  a  fhare 
Domeftic  plenfures  to  inrspair. 
A  body  found,  a  perfeft  mind, 
And  health  to  chearful  fpirits  join'd. 
An  open  vet  difcerning  brow, 
A  boaid  for  welcome  deck''d,  not  fliow  ; 
And  fprighcly  mirth  attendant  there, 
But  free  from  drunkennefs  as  carej 
And  ever  fiU'd  with  equal  friends, 
Wliom  worth  like  Walpole's  recommends. 
A  wife  from  all  referv'dnefs  free, 
Yet  chafte  as  foft-ey'd  Modefty; 
In  her  pleas'd  arms  a  fimpering  boy, 
The  pledge  and  crown  of  ail  your  joy. 
Then,  to  be  blefl:  above  man's  (hare, 
Defire  to  be  juft  what  you  are  ; 
But  raife  to  Heaven  your  grateful  eye, 
And  neither  wifli  nor  fear  to  die. 

I  CORNARO 
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A    TALE.     BY    M  R.    W  II  A  L  E  Y. 

WHERE,  mid'  Italia's  ever  funny  lands, 
Faft:  by  the  ilreams  of  Po  Feirara  ftands, 
At  nnanliood's  full  increafe  now  jud:  arrival. 
In  fplendid  leifure  young  Cornaro  liv'd; 
Of  a  full  bed  the  firfl:  and  heft  bL;lov-  d, 
Each  gift  kind  Nature  lent  him  Art  improv'd. 

He  knew  and  lov'd  his  city  ;  yet  would  know 
What  other  cities  different  had  to  fhowi 
Eager  to  gratify  his  ftretchir.g  mind, 
In  one  fmall  realm  too  narrowly  conhn'd. 

To  tell  his  fire  his  wifi),  was  to  fucceed  ; 
The  fon  but  hinted,  and  the  lire  agreed. 
Then,  as  became  him,  full  funpHed  he  went. 
And  to  Livorno  *  hrfc  his  way  he  bent ; 
Vn  whofe  fair  (hore  each  dillant  naricn  meets. 
And  fills,  with  various  tongues,  her  peopled  Itreets. 
Each  ohje6l  there  his  ftrict  attention  drew. 
Much  he  obferv  d,  yet  ftill  found  {om.ething  new; 
And  fought  it  llill,  for,  knowledge  all  his  end. 
Him,  who  could  that  advance,  he  thought  his  friend.; 
To  rich  and  poor  alike  he  caft  his  eye. 
As  'twas  a  treafure  they  might  both  enjoy; 
And  he  might  teach  him  who  the  velTei  lleer'd, 
What  the  rich  freighter  thought  not  worth  regard. 

Of  graceful  prefence  and  inviting  mien, 
He  in  each  place  of  full  refort  was  feen, 

'*  Leghorn,  a  great  and  rich  city  and  fea-Dort  in  Italv.    W. 

Oa 
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-  On  the  throng'd  quay,  or  in  the  bufy  liall, 
And,  Ikill'd  in  tongues,  feem'd  countryman  to  allj 
To  obfervation  deep  refleflion  join'd, 
And  fix'd  the  gather'd  honey  in  his  mind. 

Kis  lodging  on  a  large  quadrangle's  fide, 
To  him^ill  flunking,  farther  tiiought  fupplied; 
And  as  each  hour  of  palTing  day  went  by, 
Some  fcene  worth  note  ftill  met  his  curious  eye. 

Yet  one  among  the  reft  he  long  had  weigh'd. 
And  oftened  feen  the  ftronger  mark  it  made  j 
For  the  fad  figh  that  keen  Misfortune  drew 
Still  to  his  breaft  an  eafy  paifage  knew. 

As  he  each  morn  the  rifing  fun  beheld, 
Ere  yet  the  may'wg  fquare  with  crowds  was  fill'd. 
On  one  fame  fpot  as  ftill  he  look'd  around, 
One  folitary  wretch  he  always  found  ; 
A  porter's  garb  declar'd  his  prefent  yoke, 
But  his  whole  mien  a  birth  far  different  fpoke. 
-In  his  fwoln  breaft fighs,  fpite  of  fliame,  would  rifsp 
And' tears,  kept  back,  fiovv'd  fafter  from  his  eyes, 
"Which  v/ith  the  knotted  rope  he  wip'd  away. 
Sad  enfign  of  his  fortune's  deep  decay  ! 

The  youth,  who  pitying  faw  the  frequent  grief. 
Thought  Pity  blameful  carrying  no  relief; 
So,  generoufty  curious,  fought  to  know, 
In  hopes  to  eafe  the  caufe  of  fo  much  woe  j 
And  call'd  him  from  his  melancholy  ftand: 
He  came,  and  filent  waited  his  command  ; 
Thinking  fome  errand  would  a  mite  afForJ, 
Juft  to  fupport  a  being  he  abhorr'd, 

'Which 
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Which  vet  he  duru  not  of  himfelf  uerrroy, 

Since  Heaven  might  change  the  grief  it  fent  to  joy. 

But  other  bufmcfs  fiU'cl  Cornaro's  breaft^^ 
And  his  kind  iuit  in  tenderefl;  terms  he  prcft, 
V\'iili'd  that  his  caufe  of  grief  he  would  inr.parC 
To  one  vvlio  Icv'd  to  foorh  an  aching  heart, 
And  always  thought,  however  low  his  fphere, 
A  man  v^ho  felt  afHxnor,  worth  his  care  ; 
Yet  here  believ'd  the  (Irbke  of  fickle  Fate 
^Vas  fall'n  on  one  had  known  a  happier  flate. 
**  Then  fpeak,  he  faid,  nor  let  falfe  fiiame  conceal 
Whate'er  with  truth  a  fufFerermay  reveal; 
And,  if  my  happier  lot  may  eafe  thy  woes, 
•Wha::e'er  a  Granger's  ear  may  karn,  dirclofe." 

The  liftening  wretch  each  word  with  wonder  hear(J, 
Perceiv'd  them  Virtue's  di£lates,  and  was  cheerld, 
.Ventur'd  to  tlircw  hh  fiavifn  badge  afKle, 
And  thusavith  manly  confidence  replied: 

"   r  was  not  always  what  I  now  appear; 
"But  truths,  thy  noblenefs  has  challeng'd,  hear: 
Firft,>I  'm  aMufiulman,  yet  here  connn'd 
Muft  wiih  thee,  as  th}^  milder  doctrines,  kind. 
Oh  !   love  thy  faith,  yet  hate  not  me  for  mine, 
Which  had,  had  ft  thou  been  born  a  Turk,  been  thine: 
Next  know,  €re  fall'n  to  this  niofl  abje£l  ftate, 
Smyrna  ones  faw  me  happy,  though  not  great; 
By  merchandize  v/ith  fumptuous  affluence  blefl:, 
And  fweet  content,  which  great  ones  feldom  taftc. 
But  oh  !  to  have  been  blefr,  brings  no  relief, 
But  adds  a  ftronger  bitternefs  to  grief; 

Forgive 
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Forgive  my  tears,  that  utter,  as  they  flow, 

A  fon's,  a  father's,  and  a  husband's  woe  : 

To  fwell  each  figh  thefe  various  fo:  rows  join, 

For  all  thofe  dear  relations  once  were  mine. 

Nor  was  it  hope  of  adding  to  my  ftore 

By  lawlefs  plunder  fent  me  from  my  fhore, 

To  gain  in  bleeding  fields  a  cruel  name. 

Or  vviih  on  llaughter'd  heaps  to  build  my  fame. 

'Twas  duty  bid  me  watch  the  favouring  gale,. 

And  filial  love  that  hoifted  every  fail. 

'Twas  to  a  father's  fond  embrace  I  went, 

Ere  yet  his  lamp  of  life  was  wholly  fpent; 

While  ftill  a  kneeling  fon  might  pleafe  his  eye. 

And  fwell  his  aged  heart  with  tender  joy. 

For  Cvprus  then  I  fail'd  —  vvh.at  fince  befell 

Let  thefe  hard  chains  and  this  vile  habit  tell  ; 

Which  with  for-ever  growing  grief  i  bear. 

And  now  the  fourth  fad  winter  fees  me  wear  ; 

And  years  may  roll  on  years,  unftopp'd  my  grief, 

Till  welcome  Death  fhall  bring  his  laft  relief, 

In  vvhofe  cold  arms,  by  fome  dire  chance  berra\'d, 

My  friends  mav  long  ere  this  believe  me  laid. 

Mv  fond  old  fire  perhaps,  my  fate  unknown, 

"Wailing  my  ravifh'd  life,  confum'd  his  own  ; 

And  oil  !   what  pangs  my  orphan  children  feel  ! 

Halt  thou  a  tender  parent,  thou  canft  tell." 

He  flopp'd — tears  drown'd  his  accents,  and  the  itu 
A  filence  far  beyond  all  words  exprefs'd. 

Nor  fpoke  Cornaro  more — he  too  was  mute, 
Nor  language  found  his  fellow  giief  to  fuic; 

But 
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But  firuggllng  with  a  tear-artended  figh, 
Jufl  mutccr'd  out  —  "  Friend,  take  this  fmall  fupply, 
'Twill  give  thee  fome  relief — were  Freedom  mine 
And  Happinefs  to  give,  they  both  were  thine." 

He  took  the  gold,  and  bow'd,  and  fiow  return'd, 
And,  as  was  wont,  in  hopelefs  fadnefs  mourn'd. 

Cornaro  fee,  in  other  guife  appear! 
Sudden  he  ftopp'd  the  commendable  tear, 
*'  And  be,  he  faid,  mv  foul,  thy  joy  exprefs'd, 
'Tis  in  thv  power  to  make  the  wretched  blefs'd. 
Now  I  am  blefs'd  indeed,  fince  on  my  wealth 
Depends  another's  being,  freedom,  health. 
'Tis  I  can  bid  the  fun  of  mercy  ihine ; 
This  man's  peace,  life,  and  liberty,  are  mine. 
Whatever  joys  he  has  or  may  receive. 
His  country,  children,  wives,  are  mine  to  give  j 
Now  India's  Lord,  amidll  his  hoarded  ftore, 
And  endlefs  mines,  compar'd  with  me  is  poor. 
Quick  tlien,  Cornaro,  to  his  ranfcm  flee, 
And  let  this  morning's  fun  behold  him  free." 

Strait  to  the  lordly  goveiTior's  he  vvent, 
His  name,  liis  rank,  his  caufe  of  coming  fent; 
Nor  need  he  long  to  wait,  his  errand  told. 
Bringing,  that  ne'er-refus'd  credential,  Gold. 
The  price  requir'd  for  liberty  he  gave. 
And  quick  return'd  to  find  the  now  but  fancied  flave 
And  faid,  —  **  Be  free  :"  his  tranfports  vho  can  tell 
Prortrate  before  him  in  wild  joy  he  f^ll, 
Which  only  his  who  caus'd  it  could  excel. 

Vol.  VL  N  Gladn 
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•  Gladnefs  and  wonder  in  his  bofom  wrought, 
With  labouring  gratitude  his  fo'Ul  was.  frau<-'hr, 
Nor  had  he.  power  to  utter  half  he  thouj^ht. 
"  Yet,  oh  !  my  great  deliverer,  he  cried, 
Can  fuch  amazing  worth  in  man  refide  ? 
Or  can  it  be  that  Chrifiian  doftrines  teach 
"Virtues  beyond  our  facred  Prophet's  reach  ? 
But  oh  !  whate'er  the  wondrous  caufe,  receive 
As  much  of  gratitude  as  words  can  give; 
Nor  let  thefe  hurfling  tears  its  force  deftroy, 
Slaves  late  of  Grief,  foft  ofFtpriog  now  of  Joy. 
And  how  mv  dee(is  fhall  with  my  words  agree. 
Let  me  once  reach  my  country,  thou  flialt  fee. 
And  find  thy  mighty  bounty  is  not  lofc  : 
I  fcorn  to  afk  thee  what  my  freedom  coft. 
That  to  my  gratitude  has  no  regard, 
Up  to  thy  worth  I  '11  meafure  tlie  reward. 
Yet  can  that  be?" —  "  Stop  there,  Cornaro  faid, 
If  thou  art  happv,  I  am  more  than  paid. 
But  that  thy  happinefs  meet  no  delay, 
There  's  gold  wherewith  to  fpeed  thee  on  thy  way. 
If  grateful  thou  would'll;  be,  at  thy  return, 
Amid  the  crowds  that  there  in  bondage  mourn, 
Search  out  fome  Chrifiian  from  the  wretched  band, 
W'lio  bc^fl:  fhall  merit  freedom  at  thy  hand; 
Then  think  'tis  in  thy  power  to  pay  my  debt, 
By  fiievving  him  the  mergy  thou  haft  met." 

He  faid,  and  to  his  lodging  back  return'd, 
(Honour's  bright  lamp  within  him  gently  burn 'd) 
Felt  and  enjoy'd  the  riot  of  his  breaft, 
While  Confcience  furnifh'd  out  the  noble  feaft. 
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As  free  as  air  from  prifon  jull  broke  out, 
The  Turk  with  rapid  fpeed  the  harbour  fought ; 
There  found  a  fhip  all  trim  with  ipreading  fails. 
And  jufl  prepar'd  to  catch  the  coming  gales, 
Smyrna  her  port ;  with  profperous  winds  fhe  flics. 
And  gives  him  to  his  home  and  former  joys. 

Livorno  now,  as  his  Ferrara,  known. 
Her  trade,  her  arts,  her  pleafures  all  his  own. 
Where  next  for  knowledge  was  Cornaro  flown  ? 
For  a  foul's  banquet  far  he  need  not  fly, 
Venice,  old  Ocean's  fairefl  child,  fo  nigh; 
O'er  the  proud  Adriatick  where  fhe  ftood. 
Which  fwells  unenvious  of  the  Tufcan  flood, 
Though  Naples,  Florence,  on  his  banks  he  names. 
And  to  him  Tiber  pours  from  Rome  his  ilreams. 
When  o'er  the  continent  fell  Slavery  flew, 
Hither  the  goddefs  Liberty  withdrew  ; 
Here  plac'd  her  cap,  her  flafF,  her  armour  here, 
And,  as  her  own  fierce  Sparra,  held  it  dear. 
Each  art  and  fcience  this  their  dwelling  own. 
As  guardians  to  their  goddefs  Freedom's  thionej 
And  as  her  hand -maid  bufy  Commerce  toils. 
Her  fifter-goddefs  Plenty  cheerful  fmiles. 

Here  glad  Cornaro  fix'd  ;  and  hop'd  to  find 
Vv^'hate'er  might  pleafe  a  knowledge-loving  mind. 
Or  where  the  columns  rofe  with  beauteous  wreath. 
Or  fculpture  feem'd  to  fpeak,  or  paint  to  breathe; 
And  though  each  day  increas'd  his  curious  Itore, 
Thought  his  capacious  foul  had  room  for  more  j 
Arid  little  deem'd  the  moment  was  fo  nigh, 
When  all  thefe  pleafures  of  his  breafl  ihouUl  die, 

N  a  Th« 
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The  beams  of  fcience  from  his  foul  retire 

And  fads,  extinguifii'd  by  a  nobler  fire  ; 

As  kindled  wood,  howc'er  its  flames  may  rife. 

When  the  bright  fun  appears,  in  embers  dies. 

Miniivva  fudden  from  his  foul  was  fled, 

And  Venus  reign'd  fuccefiive  in  her  ftead. 

A  thoufand  fair-ones,  of  her  froli-c  train, 

Long  at  the  youth  bad  aim'd  their  ihafts  in  vain  ; 

Launch'd  from  the  wanton  eye  they  fought  his  heart-, 

But  Virtue's  temper  ftill  repuLM  the  dart  ; 

JioT  all  their  force  nor  poifon  need  he  fear, 

Virtue  mufl  tip  the  point  that  entcr'd  there  • 

As  diamonds  fcorn  the  power  of  keenefb  fleel, 

And  touch"d  alone  by  fellow- gems  can  feeL 

One  olance  at  laft  an  eafy  paSage  found, 

And  undirefted  made  the  deeper  wound  ; 

From  Modefty's  bright  quiver  it  was  fent, 

Nor  knew  its  beauteous  owner  where  it  went. 

Trom  chafte  Delphina's  powerful  eye  it  came, 

Malta  to  Venice  lent  the  graceful  dame  ; 

Malta,  bleft  ifle  !   whofe  daughters  all  aicfair, 

Whdfe  fons  to  manly  fortitude  are  dear, 

So  properly  do  Love  and  Glory  meet, 

And  Valour  ftill  with  Beau:y  holds  his  feat. 

Soon  as  his  breaft  receiv'd  the  potent  ray, 

Whate'er  poficfsM  it, inftantly  gave  way; 

As  in  the  wood,  before  the  lightning's  beam, 

Terifh  the  leaves,  and  the  whole  tree  is  flame. 

To  Venice  by  a  noble  father  fent, 
Some  pleafing  months  the  fair-one  there  had  fpent, 

Beneath 
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Beneath  a  render  uncle's  careful  eye ; 

Where  but  to  him  (hould  then  Cornaro  fly  ? 

To  him  he  did  each  clrcumflrance  unfold, 

His  countrv,  riches,  parentage  lie  told  ; 

At  !all  confefs'd  his  iionourable  flame, 

Begg'd  his  perminion  to  addreis  the  dame  ; 

And  his  confent  obtain'd  ;   nor  long  he  fued^ 

Ere  the  coy  maid  was  in  her  turn  fubdu'd, 

Nor  chaftity  itfelf  a  blufh  put  on,. 

To  be  by  fuch  a  lover  quickly  won.. 
Smoothly  thus  far  to  happinefs  he  went-, 

Nouglit  now  was  wanting  but  the  fiie's  confent  j 

Which  one,  endow'd  as  he,  was  fure  to  gain, 

And  needed  only  fee  him.  to  obtain. 

Th'  obferving  uncle  mark'd  the  wondrous  youth, 

Fathom'd  his  love,  his  virtue,  and  his  truth  j 

Said  —  to  her  father,  pleas'd  he,  they  would  fpced.. 
He  faid,  and  ftrait  th'  enamour'd  youth  agreed. 

Lo  '   with  its  precious  freight  the  vellcl  Aor'd, 
Cornaro  and  his  happinefs  on  board  ; 
Blefs'd  with  chafle  beauty  he  fuch  trifles  fcorn'd. 
As  Jafon  Hole,  or  Menekus  mourn'd. 
Can  gold  the  heart  like  piercing  Beauty  move  ? 
Or  what  is  lufc  compar'd  wit:h  facred  Love  ? 

And  now  for  Malta  with  full  lails  they  ftand  — »• 
Saw,  knew,  and  all  but  trod,,  the  wi(h'd-for  land  j 
When,  oh  !  fad  proof  of  Fortune's  altering  brow^ 
Falfe  as  the  fK.i<:s  above,  and  fcas  below  ! 
A  Turkifli  galley  mark'd  them  from  afar, 
Purfucd  the  veHtl  ur.prepar'd  for  war^ 

N   5-  Refinance 
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Refinance  vain  with  numbers  overbore, 

And  led  them  wretched  (laves  to  Smyrna's  fhore. 

Can  words,  what  thought  can  fcarce  conceive,  exprefc, 

The  uncle's,  virgin's,  lover's  deep  diftrefs  > 

Compar'd  with  which  the  mangling  knife  would  pleafc. 

And  the  fierce  rack's  fevereft  pain  be  eafe. 

Death  in  his  ghaftlieft  form  had  met  their  prayers, 

But  that  was  libeiiy,  and  fo  not  theirs. 
And  now  to  public  fale  expos'd  they  flood, 

Amid  the  chaffering  Turks  infulting  crowd, 

Immortal  fouls,  the  property  decreed 

Of  the  beft  bidder,  like  tiie  grafs-fed  fleed! 

Ev'n  this  the  lovers  bore,  each  other  near, 

And,  yet  unparted,  knew  not  full  defpair. 

But  fee  !  at  length  accomplilh'd  woe  arrive. 
To  deal  the  laft,  worfl  wound  (lie  had  to  give  ; 
Her  fable  (lore  (he  cuU'd,  the  dart  to  find, 
Nor  left  one  half  fo  vcnom'd  (haft  behind. 

Amongft  the  dealers  at  this  cruel  fair, 
Tra(fick  accurs'd,  that  makes  mankind  its  ware  ! 
A  youthful  Turk  pafs'd  poor  Cornaro  by, 
Health  flufh'd  his  cheek,  and  luft  inflam'd  his  eye  j 
And  to  the  female  (laves  his  way  he  bent  j 
'Twas  there  his  gold  mud  have  its  wanton  vent. 
How  (hould  Delphina   fcape  his  prying  fight  ? 
Too  fatally,  in  fpite  of  anguilh,  bright ! 
Her  breaft  took  beauty  from  the  heaving  figh, 
Nor  could  the  tear,  that  drown'd,  eclipfe  her  eye, 
But  falling  on  her  damafic  cheek  it  flood, 
Like  the  pearl  dew-drop  on  the  morning  bud. 

He 
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He  quicklv  faw  the  too-difhinguifti'd  fair, 

And  thought  his  Prophet's  paradife  was  there. 

Her  price  at  once  unqueftioning  he  paid,  "%  ^ 

The  fatal  veil  around  her  beauties  fpread,  .  > 

AtA  led  exulting  off  the  fwooning  maid.  J  = 

'Twas  then  Cornaro  felt  defp-air  complete, 

And  knew  the  worfi:  extreme  of  torturing  Fare. 

Furies  to  plague  him  more  had  drove  in  vain, 

And  gnawing  vultures  not  increas'd  his  pain. 

Too  fierce  for  human  nature  to  fuftain. 

He  funk  beneath  hib>  forrow's  wondrous  load. 

And  fenfelefs  from  excels  of  pain  he  flood. 

And  now  one  graver  Turk  amongft  the  reft, 
And  more  diftinguiih'd  by  his  richer  veil, 
A  nicer  curiofitv  exorefl:. 
£ach  Have  examin'd,  as  he  went  along. 
And  on  each  circumflance  attentive  hung  : 
He  alk'd  their  country,  parentage,  and  name, 
And  how  each  mournful  wretch  a  Have  became. 
Behold  him- to  Cornaro  then  apply; 
Full  on  his  face  he  fix'd  his  ftedfafl:  eye. 
Then  aik'd  his  heart  if  vvliat  he  faw  was  true,- 
And  that  it  was  from  fare  refleclion  knew. 
His  nerves  all  trembhng  with  the  glad  furprife. 
To  heaven  he»  ftretch'd  his  hands,  and  rais'tl  his  eyeSj 
And  then — *'  1  thank  thee,  Mahomet,  he  faid, 
Hither  by  thy  divine  direftion  led." 

Sounds  lUuck  Cornaro's  ear  he  ought  to  know. 
And  wak'd  him  from  his  difmal  trance  of  woe  j 
He  fiiw  the  Turkprepar  d  for  his  embrace, 
Mark'd  the  glad  tranfport  fpaikling  ia  his  face^ 

N  4  Saw 
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Saw  'twas  the  very  (lave  he  once  fet  free, 

And  cry'd  aloud—"  Great  God  of  Hofts,  'tis  he  !'* 

Then  folded  in  each  others  arms  they  ftood, 
And  voice  was  loft  in  Joy's  o'er-bearing  flood. 

The  Turk  at  length  recovering,  rear'd  his  head 

**  And  now  he  cry'd,  my  mighty  debt  be  paid  j 
Which,  wert  not  thou  the  flave  I  here  furvey, 
Peruvian  mines  were  much  too  poor  to  pay." 

To  the  man-merchant  then  he  ftretch'd  his  hand, 
"   And  take,  he  faid,  vvhate'er  thy  wants  demand ; 
Quick  fet  my  friend,  and  his  companions,  free, 
Name  you  the  price,  unbartering  I  agree." 

The  ranfom'd  home  he  led  in  bounteous  flate, 
Hib  fwelling  foul  with  godlike  joy  elate, 
Joy  fuch  as  fiJl'd  the  great  Creator's  breaft. 
When  Adam  in  his  paradifc  he  plac'd. 

And  now  he  calls  his  houfehold  all  in  view. 
To  give  his  freemen  guefts  their  welcome  due. 
His  lofty  hall  with  richeft  fophas  grac'd, 
His  wives,  his  children,  all  in  order  plac'd, 
(Such  was  his  will,  though  hidden  his  intent,) 
Sate  in  mute  wonder  waiting  the  event. 
Amidfl  them  all  he  then  Cornaro  led. 
And  wip'd  away  a  tear  of  joy,  and  faid, 
**  Ye  of  my  licens'd  bed  the  partners  fair. 
Who  my  divided  love  yet  equal  fnare ; 
With  whom  fo  many  pleafing  moons  I've  fpent. 
Nor  known  one  (haded  yet  by  difcontent  : 
And  ye,  lov'd  illue  of  our  honefl  joys. 
If  aught  my  precepts  did,  ye  generous  boys  : 

My 
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Mv  chililren,  and  my  wives,  to  whom  I  ne'er, 
But  by  mv  difmal  exile,  caus'd  a  tear  ,• 
If,  fince  from  that  fad  bondage  I  arriv'd. 
Your  griefs  all  perifh'd,  and  your  joys  revivcl  j 
If,  in  my  abfence,  ye  not  falfcly  mourn'd, 
If  vour  vafl;  joy  was  true  when  I  return'd  j 
If  Alha  knew  ye  without  guile  rejoice, 
And  his  great  Prophet  heard  your  real  voice, 
Now  more  adore  them,  profirate  praife  ti^cir  power. 
Admire  their  bounties  (uil  increaling  ihowerj 
But  now  from  chains  I  free'd  this  captive's  hands. 
And  here — Cornaro,  my  deliverer,  flands." 

All  proilrate  at  that  facred  name  they  fell, 
How  touch'd,  great  Gratitude  alone  can  tell ; 
Great  Gratitude,  that  dictated  their  joy, 
Smird  on  each  cheek,  and  fpoke  from  every  eye. 

The  Tuik  with  rapture  faw  the  plcafing  fcene. 
The  home-ftk  jov  ran  warm  through  every  vein. 
Their  gratitude  i.is  inmoll  foul  approv'd. 
That  loudly  told  how  much  himfcif  was  lov'd. 
'*  Come  tl-)€o,  he  faid,  the  fumptuous  fealt  prepare 
My  wives,  to  deck  the  banc^uet  be  your  care, 
As  if  great  Ottoman  himfelf  were  here. 
For  know,  th'  imperial  crefcent's  facred  flame 
Can  ne'er  more  homage  than  Cornaro  claim. 
And  ye,  my  fons,  vvhate'er  my  wardrobe  boaf)-. 
What  crimfon,  gold,  or  gems,  can  have  of  coil, 
Bring  forth  ;   but  oh  !  however  rich  the  drefs. 
How  faintly  will  it  his  foul's  worth  exprefs  ! 
Come  then,  my  friend  :  but  why  that  downcaft  eve, 
Thac  cheek  yet  pale,  ar.d  chat  ftiil  heaving  figh  ! 

Freedom 
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Freedom  thou  had,  and  what  elfe  wealth  can  give,. 
Is  my  bleft  tafk — yours  only  to  receive." 

Cornaro  blufli'd,  and  figli  d,  and  would  have  fpokc,; 
But,  as  he  flrove,  grief  flill  his  accents  broke. 
The  uncle  faw,  yet  filent,  his  diftrefs, 
And  what  he  could  not,  ventur'd  to  exprefs  ; 
Told  the  whole  tale  of  love — the  fair  pourtray'd,  . 
Pencil'd  the  femblance  of  the  charming  maid. 
Ere  that  perhaps  fome  Turk's  ahandon'd  prey,  . 
Torn  from  Cornaro's  arms  for  e'er  away ; 
Cornaro  doom'd  no  farther  joy  to  provcj 
But  Life's  and  Freedom's  Have  bereft  of  Love - 
The  Turk  with  anguilh  heard  the  fatal  tale,  , 
Fearing  his  utmoll:  bounty  here  mufl  fail; 
Fearing  he  never  could  the  maid  rcftore, 
Already  Have  to  fome  lewd  tyrant's  power  j 
Immers'd  already  in  fome  cruel  grove, 
Where  brutal  Luil:  ufurps  the  name  of  Love ; 
Some  clofe  feraglio's  gloom,  from  whofe  fad  bourn 
IS'O  maid  did  e'er  inviolate  return. 
But  as  this  thought  perplex'd  his  working  brain. 
And  every  hope  that  rofe  he  ftill  found  vain  ; 
Plis  fon  all  fudden  fmil'd,  and  rear'd  his  head 
(The  eldefl  bleiTing  of  his  fruitful  bed), 
Then  bovv'u  again,  and  fmore  his  breafl,  and  faid 

"  Thee  firft,  Creator  Alba,  I  adore, 
TJntrac'd,  myfterious,  wonder-working  power  ! 
How  could  thv  lowefl:  fervant's  untrv'd  noon 
Of  ufeltfs  life  deferve  fo  v?ft  a  boon  ? 

Be  hufli'd,  all  grief,  and  open'd  every  ear. 
My  words  with  rapture  let  Cornaro  hearj 

Let 
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Let  too  mv  fire  his  genuine  offspring  own, 

While  I  nor  vainly  hoaft  1  am  his  Ion. 

Mv  heart  how  moulded,  let  my  a£lions  prove. 

And  rife  vi6torious  Gratitude  o'er  Love. 

If  \py  exulcing  foul  aright  divine, 

To  make  Cornaro  blefs'd  is  only  mine. 

For  know  thefe  walls  contain  the  pi£rur'd  fair, 

Chafte  yet  as  fnow,  and  pure  as  fpring-tide  air,'* 

Then,  go  ye  ilaves,  he  faid,  and  quick  return 

With  the  fair  Chriftian  whom  I  bought  this  morn^ 

Return'd  —  Delphina  blefs'd  their  eager  eves, 

And  on  each  breaft  (hed  wild  ecflatic  joys, 

Bright  as  the  fun,  with  ftronger  light  array'd. 

When  refcued  from  the  moon's  eclipiinff  fliade. 

Then  tims  again  the  Turk,  with  gracious  air, 
(As  to  her  lord  he  led  the  blufhing  fair)  : 
'«  My  friend,  in  this  bleft  moment  be  it  mine, 
Taught  by  thyfelf,  to  fhow  a  foul  like  thine; 
Forgive  a  vaunt,  'tis  Virtue  fends  it  forth, 
A  foul  that  ftrives  with  ev'n  Cornaro's  worth. 
In  thy  gay  paradife,  great  Prophet,  hear, 
By  Mecca's  ever  facred  Ihrine  I  fwear  ; 
Were  all  the  treafures  now  before  my  fight. 
That  fiird  Damafcas'  glittering  plains  with  light, 
When  in  fierce  triumph  furious  Caled  rode, 
And  drench'd  the  bvrian  foil  with  Grecian  blood. 
Would  fome  great  Sultan  fay,   *  That  maid  refign. 
And  the  whole  wealth  of  all  the  Eaft  is  thine  1' 
From  him.  unhefitating  would  I  turn, 
And  look  upon  his  triflmg  bribe  with  fccrn. 

Beauty 


i8S        MISCELLANY    POEMS* 

Beauty  like  this,  which  won^Jering  we  furvey, 
'Tis  Virtue  only  in  exchange  can  pay. 
'Tis  thee,  great  ooddefs  Virtue,  I  purfue, 
To  thy  hright  feif  I  raife  th'  afpirirg  view; 
Thus  kneeling  thy  ahnightv  power  1  own. 
And  facrihce  my  pafTions  at  tli)  throne  ; 
To  thy  Cornaro,  lo  !  this  haml  reftores 
What  moft,  thyfelf  except,  his  foul  adores." 

So  faying,  with  a  fmile  their  hanoij  he  join'd. 
And  his  rich  pi  ize  without  a  iigh  refign'd. 

Virtue  was  pleas'd,  and  own'd  in  Heaven  above. 
How  deeds  like  thefe  ev'n  gods  with  pleafure  mov«j. 
Gentle  Compafnon  ihed  a  tear  of  joy, 
And  Gratitude  loud  ftiouted  through  the  fky. 

What  joy  the  'overs  ravifl^'d  fouls  polTcfs'd, 
How  all  around  their  val\  delight  exprefs'd. 
What  confcious  pleafure  touch'd  the  father's  bread; 
Left  in  th'  attempt  the  faltering  Mufe  prove  weak, 
Let  Children,  Parents,  Lovers,  Virtue,  fpeak  ! 
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A     JOURNEY     TO     HOUGHTON, 

THE    SEAT    OF    THE    EARL    OF    ORFORD. 

B  Y      M  R.      WHALE  Y. 

Q  WEET  nymphs,  that  dwell  on  Pindus'  verdant  fide, 
^  And  o'er  the  wootls,  without  a  blufh,  prefide, 
Celeftial  Mufes,  deign  your  bard  a  lay, 
As  on  the  winding  banks  of  Yare  *  1  flray. 
Yet  if  the  nymphs  from  Pindus  fcorn  to  bow, 
Nor  deiga  to  liften  to  a  voice  fo  low ; 

*  The  river  that  liows  by  Yarmouth.    I>. 

Their 
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Their  pride  I  will  repay,  and  in  defpite, 
While  fuch  my  theme,  of  all  the  Mufes  write. 

Recall  we  then,  for  ftill  'twill  pleafe,  to  mind 
The  morn  we  left  dull  Norwich  fmoke  behind. 
When,  as  the  lofty  fpire  juft  funk  from  view, 
To  a  fair  verdant  water'd  vale  we  drew  ; 
Where  'midit  fair  Liberty's  alljovous  plains 
Popery  ftill  feems  to  hug  her  galling  chains. 
The  dragon  in  Hefperian  gardens  old 
Thus  {lumbering  lay,  and  tailed  not  the  gold  ; 
Thus,  'midfb  th' eternal  fpring  Judea  keeps, 
The  lazy  poifon  of  Afphakus  lleeps. 

Bend  then,  mv  Mufe,  thy  flight  to  Wcfton's  plains 
(No  verfe  can  flow  where  papal  Slavery  reigns), 
Weflon  !   whofe  groves  not  envy  Pindus'  fhade, 
Nor,  bleft  with  Ridley*,  want  Apollo's  aid  f. 
Here  Virtue  reigns,  and  o'er  the  fruitful  land 
'Religion  walks,  with  Freedom  hand  in  hand  ; 
His  little  flock  the  pious  prieR:  informs. 
And  every  breaft  with  heaven-born  doftrine  wftrmsj 
Soft  flows  his  ftream  of  eloquence  along, 
And  truths  divine  come  mended  from  his  tong^ue. 
Here  the  known  bountv  of  the  place  we  b'.cft, 
And  to  our  number  join'd  the  chearful  pricft. 

*  Mr.  Whaley's  acquaintance  with  this  :ng;r''.ioi:s  Divine 
originated  from  his  being  one  fummer  in  a  Itate  of  rcfticatioa 
from  college  (for  fome  youthful  frolicks)  at  Poplar,  as  Dr. 
Ridley  has  told  me.     D. 

f  Of  Dr.  Ridley's  poetry  fome  fpcclmens  fnall  be  given.  N. 

a  Through 
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Through  ancient  Elmham  *  next  our  way  we  rake, 
An  1  gravely  nodding  wife  refleftions  make  ; 
How  ftrongeft  things  deftru6i:ive  Time  o'erturns, 
And  the  wafle  town  its  ravifh'd  mitre  mourns  ; 
"  Mitre!  repeats  the  priefl:  with  fimpering  leer, 
•Twill  fit  at  Norwich  full  as  well  as  here." 

But  now,  my  Mufe,  in  blufhes  hide  thv  face, 
Nor  deign  the  next  vile  town  in  verfe  a  place  -, 
Unlefs  thou  canft  indite  in  Blackmore's  ftrain, 
And  fav,  vve  call'd  full  hungry  at  the  Swan, 
*'  But  found  not  hay  for  horfe,  nor  meat  for  man 
Dire  hunger  !  that  with  meagre  vifage  ftalks, 
And  never  fails  to  crofs  the  poet's  walks  : 
But  three  (hort  miles  foon  brought  us  bounteous  aid, 
And  Mileham's  fulncfs  Briflcy's  want  o'erpaid, 
See  !  the  gay  Unicorn  the  wood  adorn, 
Fair  hgn  of  plenty,  with  his  ivory  horn  ! 
Here  Ceres  fpread  her  fruits  with  lavifli  hand. 
And  Bacchus  laughing  waited  our  command. 

Hence  pleas'd  and  fatisfy'd  we  take  our  road, 
And  fometimes  laugh  and  talk,  but  oftner  nod. 
Yet  this  foft  indolence  not  long  we  kept, 
But  wak'd  to  fee  where  otliers  fafter  ilcpr ; 
J  Where  Coke's  remains  beneath  the  marble  rot, 
His  cafes  and  didinotions  all  forgot; 

His 

*  [North]  Elmham,  now  a  fmall  village,  formerly  the 
bifhop's  fee,  which  is  now  at  Norwich.     W. 

f  See  Gay's  "  Journey  to  Exeter,"  Englifh  Poets,  vol. 
XLL  p.  163.     N. 

I  Tittlefhall,  a  village,  in  the  church   of  which   is  the 

buiiai-place  of  the   noble  family  of  Coke,  and  a  very  fine 

2  marble 
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His  body  honour'd  and  to  Fame  confign'd, 

For  virtues  flowing  from  th  immortal  mind. 

What  would  avail  this  fumptuous  mafs  of  11  one, 

Were  he  no:  from  hie  works  for  ever  known  ? 

Let  the  furvivors  of  fuch  great  men's  duft, 

ISe'er  think  to  add  to  Virtue  by  a  bull  j 

If  falfe,  pofierity  will  find  the  Ive, 

If  true,  without  it,  it  will  never  die, 
■  But  through  fucceeding  ages  fnine  the  fame, 

Or  from  fome  Leicefter  catch  a  brighter  flame. 

But  farewell  death,  and  tombs,  and  mouldering  urns, 
■Our  eye  with  j<->y  on  neighb'ring  Raynham  *  turns; 
Where  pleafures  undscaying  feem  to  dwell, 

Such  as  the  happy  in  Elyfium  feel, 

Where  heroes,  flatefmen,  and  the  virtuous  crowd 
Receive  the  great  reward  of  being  good. 
Such  pleafures  ev'n  on  earth  had  heaven  ordain'd, 
:For  him  who  once  our  tottering  ftate  fuftain'd; 
Who  join'd  the  glorious  freedom-loving  ciew, 
Fix'd  to  great  Caefar  what  was  Csefar's  due, 
And  then,  di6lator-like,  to  fields  vvirhdrew. 
Fair  ran  the  current  of  his  age,  ferene 
As  the  pure  lake  that  bounds  the  various  fcene. 
Here  whate'er  Nature  beauteous  boafts  we  find. 
Charming  when  feparate,  but  more  charming  join'd, 
Pleafures,  though  chang'd,  we  meet  where'er  we  rove, 
On  hill,  in  dale,  on  plain,  in  fliady  grove; 

marble  monument  of  the  right  Hon.  Sir  Edward  Coke,  lord 
chief  juftlce   of  the  King's   Bench    in    the  reign   of  King 
James  I.  and  anceftor  to  the  lalt  earl  of  Leicefter.     W. 
*  Raynham,  the  feat  of  lord  vifcount  Townlhend.    W. 

Here 
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Here  fwell  the  hillocks  crown'd  with  golden  grain, 
There,  at  rheir  feet,  fair  flows  the  liquid  plain, 
O'er  thofe  the  larks  extend  their  labour'd  note, 
On  this  the  fwans  in  fnowy  grandeur  float. 

To  Houghton  then  we  take  our  pleafing  way, 
Thrice  happy  boundary  of  a  well-fpent  day; 
Here  chearful  Plenty  met  the  wearied  guefl, 
And  fplendid  Welcome  douhly  crown'd  our  reft. 

Thou  then,  Apollo,  aid  the  poet's  lay, 
Thy  beams  gave  luftre  to  the  following  day  ; 
When  in  one  houfe  more  beauties  join'd  we  found, 
Than  e'er  thou  feefl  in  all  thy  glorious  round  ; 
Where  Walpole  plac'd,  with  curious  happy  cod, 
"Whate'er  magnificence  or  tafle  can  boafr, 
Where,  in  what  building  noblefl  has,  we  find 
Preferv'd,  what  painting  livelieft  e'er  defign'd. 
See  !   Sculpture  too  her  beauties  here  difclofe, 
■Such  as  old  Phidias  taught  and  Rylbrack  knows; 
Laocoon  *  here  in  pain  flill  feems  to  breathe, 
While  round  his  limbs  the  poifonous  ferpents  wreathe, 
Life  ftruggling  feems  through  every  limb  to  pafs, 
And  dying  torments  animate  the  brafs. 

The  pencil's  power  the  proud  faloon  difplays. 
And  ftruck  with  wonder  on  the  paint  we  gaze. 

See  !  the  proud  Rabbins  f ,  at  the  fumptuous  board. 
Frown  on  the  wretch  who  kneels  before  her  Lord, 

-*  The  ftatue  of  Laocoon  in  bronze  by  GIrardon.     \V. 

f  The  pidure  of  Mary  Magdalen  waihing  Chriil's  feet, 
by  Sir  Peter  Paul  Rubens,  born  at  Antwerp  1577,  and  died 
1640.     W. 

And 
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And  the  rich  unguent,  in  devotion  meet, 

Pours,  mix'd  with  tears,  on  her  Redeemer's  feet. 

In  vain  with  hypocritic  rage  they  glow. 

While  mercy  fmooths  the  heavenly  flranger's  brow  ; 

He  the  true  penitent  with  eafe  defcries, 

Sees  the  heart  ipeaking  in  the  melting  eyes. 

Bids  every  tear  with  full  effeft  to  ftream, 

Anfl  from  his  vengeance  all  her  fins  redeem. 

On  the  next  cloth  *  behold  Van  Dyck  difplay 
Celeftial  innocence,  immortal  day  t 
His  pencil  here  no  more  with  nature  vies, 
Above  her  plafiic  power  his  genius  flies  j 
Soars  on  Promethean  wing  aloft,  and  there 
Steals  forms  which  heaven-born  cherubs  only  wear  j 
Pours  airs  divine  into  the  human  frame, 
Darts  through  his  ciiildren's  eyes  feraphic  flame. 
While  o'er  the  facred  forms  fuch  beauties  reign, 
As  not  belie  the  faint-hood  they  contain  f . 

Behold  !  where  Stephen  +  fainting  yields  his  breath, 
By  great  Le  Sueur  again  condemn'd  to  death  ; 
With  ftrange  furprife  we  view  the  horrid  deed. 
And  then,  to  pity  melted,  turn  the  head, 

*  The  Holy  Family,  with  a  dance  of  Angels,  by  Sir  An- 
thony Van  Dyck,  a  fcholar  of  Rubens,  born  at  Antwerp  1599, 
and  died  1641.     W. 

f  Thefe  are  melancholy  mementos,  v/hen  v/e  reflecl  that 
all  thefe  noble  remains,  to  us  now  dead  and  burled  in  RufHa, 
are  as  much  loft  to  the  Englilh  in  general  as  if  they  had  been 
carved  by  Phidias,  and  painted  by  Apelles.     D. 

t  The  ftonlng  of  St.  Stephen,  by  Eullachc  Le  Sueur,  born 
at  Paris  1677-,  and  died  1655.     W. 

TOL.  VI.  O  Left, 
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Left,  as  fpeftators  of  the  martyr's  fall, 

We  innocently  fhare  the  crime  of  Saul. 

Here  too  Albani's  *  pencil  charms  the  eye  ; 

Morellio  here  unfolds  the  azure  Ikv, 

Sweet  modeft  charms  the  Virgin's  f  cheek  adorn, 

To  Heaven  on  wings  of  fmiling  feraphs  borne. 

The  next  gay  room  is  known  by  Carlo's  :|:  name, 
Fair  maufoleum  of  Maratti's  fame  ! 
Such  ftrokcs,  fuch  equal  charms,  each  plfture  boafts, 
We  venture  not  to  fay  which  pleafes  moft. 
Thus  on  the  galaxy  with  joy  we  gaze, 
Nor  know  which  flar  emits  the  brighteft  rays. 
Yet  if  beyond  himfelf  he  ever  flew, 
If  e'er  beyond  a  mortal's  touch  he  drew, 
Amidft  the  glow  that  from  that  purple  breaks. 
Look  en  yon  Pope  ||,  nor  wonder  if  he  fpeaks. 
With  length  of  days  and  fame  Maratti  blefi:. 
Ne'er  wept  departed  genius  from  his  breaft; 
But,  when  juft  dro>ping,  finking  to  the  ground, 
Spread  fportive  Love*o  §  and  laughing  Cherubs  round; 

*  John  baptifing  Chrift,  by  Francis  Albani,  who  died 
1660.     W. 

f  An  affumptioTi  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  by  Morellio.    W. 

+  The  green- velvet  drawing-room  is  called  the  Carlo 
Maratti  room,  from  being  filled  with  piftures  by  that  mafter 
■and  his  fcholars.     W. 

Carlo  Maratti  was  born  at  Rome,  1625  ;  was  a  fcholar  of 
_A.ndrea  Sacchi;   and  died  171 3.   W. 

II  A  portrait  of  Clement  IX.     W. 

§  lie  painted  the  Judgment  of  Paris,  in  this  room,  when 
i^e  was  83.     W. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  Death,  approaching,  fmii'd,  and  made  a  (land. 
And  gently  flole  the  pencil  from  his  hand. 
Thus  falls  the  fun,  and,  as  he  fades  away, 
Gi!ds  all  th'  horizon  with  a  parting  ray. 

Next  on  the  gorgeous  cabinet  we  gaze. 
Which  the  full  elegance  of  paint  difplavs  ; 
Jn  flrong  expreflions  of  each  mafter's  mind. 
The  various  beauties  of  this  art  we  find; 
Here  vaft  invention,  there  the  juft  defign. 
Here  the  bold  flroke,  and  there  the  perfeft  linej 
With  eafe  unequall'd  here  the  drawing  flows. 
And  there  inimitable  colour  glows. 
With  fummer  here  the  cloth  Baifano  *  warms, 
There  locks  the  world  in  winter's  hoary  arms. 
On  the  warm  view  we  look  with  pleas'd  amaze. 
Then  turn  to  froft,  and  Ihudder  as  we  gaze. 

Mirth  unreftrain'd  in  ruflics  humble  cells 
On  chearful  Teniers'  laughing  canvas  dwells. 
Nor  ever  are  his  warm  exprelTions  faint, 
But  laughing  we  enjoy  the  comic  paint; 
Till  fcenes  more  horrid  break  upon  our  e3'e, 
EfFefts  of  Borgognone's  too  cruel  joy. 
Strong  was  his  fancy,  and  his  genius  good. 
But,  bred  in  camps,  he  mix'd  his  tints  in  blood  j 
Alternate  bore  the  pencil  and  the  fword, 
And  the  fame  hands  tha:  fought,  the  fight  record. 

*  The  Baffans,  father  and  fons,  were  very  eminent  land- 
fcape  painters  about  the  middle  and  towards  the  end  of  the 
iixtcenth  century.    W. 
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But  lo  !  and  let  the  pious  tear  be  fhed. 
On  the  fad  cloth  *  the  world's  great  Ma  Iter  dead. 
The  mother  fee  !  in  grief  amazing  drown'd, 
And  forrow  more  than  mortal  fpread  around. 
What  flriking  attitudes  !   what  fVrong  relief  ! 
We  fee,  we  wonder  at,  we  feel  the  grief. 
Who  could  fuch  power  of  fpeaking  paint  employ? 
Own,  Parma,  own  thy  darling  fon  with  joy  ; 
Still  to  his  memory  frefh  trophies  rear, 
Whofe  life  infatiate  war  f  itlelf  could  fpare. 
No  arms  he  needed  'midfl  the  fatal  flrifc, 
But  to  his  potent  pencil  ow'd  his  life. 
The  wondering  foldier  dropp'd  the  lifted  fvvord, 
Kor  (lain'd  thofe  hands  he  only  not  ador'd. 

Now  t>  as  ^neas  in  the  Stygian  glades 
Wondering  beheld  departed  heroes  fhades, 
Amid  ft  the  forms  of  worthies  dead  we  range,    ^ 
By  eternifing  paint  preferv'd  from  change. 
Here  law  and  learning  dwell  in  Wandesford's  face. 
While  valiant  Whartons  Ihine  with  martial  grace ; 

*  Chrift  laid  in  the  fepukhre,  by  Parmegiano.     W. 

•|-  Francis  Mazzuoli,  commonly  called  Parmegiano,  was 
born  1504,  and  died  1540.  There  is  a  ftory  of  this  mafVer 
at  the  taking  of  Parma,  like  that  of  Archimedes,  and  alfo  like 
that  of  Protogenes,  at  the  taking  of  Rhodes,  while  he  was 
painting  his  famous  lalyfus.     W. 

^  In  the  yellow  drawing-room  are  portraits,  by  Van  Dyck, 
of  lord  chief  baron  Wandesford,  lord  and  lady  Wharton, 
their  daughters,  archbilhop  Laud,  king  Charles  the  firft  and 
his  queen.  The  portrait  of  the  earl  of  Danby  now  hangs  in 
the  great  parlour.    W. 

And 
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And  the  fofc  females  of  t'ne  race  declare 
That  thefe  no  braver  were  than  thofe  were  fair  j 
In  garter'd  glory  dreft  here  Danby  ftands. 
And  Laud  with  air  imperious  ftill  commands. 

The  next  great  form  *  with  melancholy  eye. 
And  inaufpicious  valour,  feems  to  figh. 
Peace  to  his  foul !  howe'er  'gainfl  right  hs  fought. 
Be  in  his  dreadful  doom  his  fin  forgot ; 
Too  ra'uch  mifled  to  leave  his  honour  clear. 
Too  wretched  not  to  claim  a  geberous  tear  ! 
A  wretch  to  Virtus  *s  ftill  a  facred  thing ! 
How  much  more  facred  then,  a  murder'd  king  I 
But  be  our  wrath,  as  it  defcrves,  applied 
To  his  two  guides,  ftill  clofefi:  to  his  fide, 
Laud  and  the  Queen,  whofe  fatal  condu£l  fhew. 
What  bigot  zeal  and  headftrong  pride  could  do. 

But  fee  where  Kneller  -f*  now  our  eye  commands 
To  pictur'd  kings,  familiar  to  his  hands, 
Kings  to  fupport  a  free  born  people  made. 
Kings  who  but  rul'd  to  blefs  the  lands  they  fwav'dj 
Sovereigns,  whofe  inopprefTive  power  has  fliown. 
Freedom  and  monarchy,  well-join'd,  are  one. 

See  mighty  William's  X  fierce  determin'd  eve, 
Freedom  to  fave,  or  in  her  caufe  to  die  ; 
As  when  on  Boyre's  important  banks  he  flood, 
And  as  his  deeds  furpris'd  the  fweiling  flood, 

*  Charles  the  firil.     W. 

f  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller.     W. 

+  King  William  the  third  on  horfeback.     W. 
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All  torn  and  mangled,  falfe  Religion  fled, 
And  crufh'd  Opprenion  fnarl'd  beneath  his  tread. 
Next  in  the  ftead)^  lines  of  Brunfwick's  *  face, 
Majeftic  manly  honefty  we  trace  ; 
Pleas'd,  as  on  Sarum's  plain,  with  glad  accord, 
When  willing  thoufands  hail'd  their  new-come  lord. 
And  (far  beyond  a  tyrant's  baneful  glee) 
The  king  rejoic'd  to  find  his  people  free. 
Good  prince,  whofe  age  forfook  thy  native  land, 
To  blcfs  our  Albion  with  thy  mild  command, 
Long  may  this  facred  form  of  thee  remain, 
Here  plac'd  bv  him  whofe  counfels  blefs'd  thy  reign* 
And  ever  may  his  fons  with  joy  relate, 
Tha:  he  as  faithful  was  as  thou  wert  great  1 

But  no^v,  my  Mufe,  to  foberer  pomp  defcen"d, 
And  to  the  cool  arcade  mv  fleps  attend. 
Here,  when  the  fummer-fun  fpreads  round  hh  ray. 
Beneath  the  bending  arch  young  Zephyrs  play, 
And,  when  it  farther  from  our  orb  retires. 
Old  Vulcan  fmiling  lights  his  chearful  fires. 
Hither  the  jolly  hunter's  crew  refort, 
Talk  o'er  the  dav,  and  re-enjoy  their  fport. 
Here  too,  with  brow  unbent,  and  chearful  air. 
The  niigl\tv  Oatefman  oft  forgot  his  care; 
Knew  frtenddiip's  joys,  and  ftill  attentive  hung 
On  Pelham,  EdgecumK-,  Devonlhire,  or  Yongej 
In  fenates  form'd  or  private  life  to  pleafe, 
There  fnar'd  hib  toil,  and  here  partook  his  eafe. 

*  George  the  firft  on  horfcback.    W. 

HeM 
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Here  be  thy  ftay,  mv  iVIufe,  though  pleas'd,noC  long, 
Thy  fifter  Painting  claims  again  my  fong, 
Where  thron'd  in  ftate  the  goddefs  we  defcry,. 
As  the  gay  gallery  opens  on  our  eye. 
Here  in  her  utmofi:  pomp  well-pleas'dfiie  reign3, 
Nor  weeps  her  abfent  Rome  or  Lombard  plains  ; 
Here  the  great  mafter's  genius  Aill  I'urvives, 
Breathes  in  the  paint,  and  on  the  carfvas  lives. 
Whdte'er  in  Nature's  forming  power  is  plac'd. 
Fair  to  the  eve  and  lufcious  to  the  tafte, 
Is  by  our  cheated  fenfe  with  joy  perceiv'd, , 
Nor  but  by  touching- are  we  undeceiv'd, 
Paufing,  and  loth  to  be  convinc'd,  we  fund, 
Left  the  fair  fruit  fhould  fuffer  from  our  liar.d, 
Left  the  pre  "s'd  plum  our  ruder  touch  fiioulci  cv/n. 
Or  fweliing  peach  bewail  its  injur'd  down  ; 
Lefs  dare  we  to  the  hih  or  fowl  draw  near. 
Though  tempting,  ftrongly  guarded  they  appear  j 
Frighted  we  fcarce  can  brook  tlve  horrid  looks 
Of  dogs,  and  fnarling  cats,  and  fwearing  cocks'*. 
What  ftrokes,  wha:  colours,  Snyders  could  comraar.d  ! 
How  great  the  power  of  Rubens'  daring  hand  ! 
Immortal  Rubens!   whofe  capacious  mind, 
Of  the  vaft  art  to  no  one  part  confin'd, 
Pierc'd,  like  the  fun's  quick  beam,  all  nature  througii, 
And  whatfoe'er  the  goddefs  form'd  he  drew. 
See  !  ivlola  f  next  the  Roman  deeds  difplav?. 
That  bids  our  hearts  be  patriot  as  we  gaze. 


*  The  four  markets,  by  Rubens  and  Snyrlers.'    W. 
f   The  ilcries  of  Curtius  and  Codes,  by  Mola;  born  1609, 
«li«d  1665.      W. 
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Here  Julio's  *  wondrous  buildings  ftill  appear, 

And  fweliing  domes  ftill  feem  to  rile  in  air. 

Great  fhade  of  PoulTin  f  !  from  the  Mufe  receive 

All  the  renown  a  verfe,  like  hers,  can  give. 

Genius  fublime  ?  to  reach  thy  foaring  praife, 

A  Mufe  like  Maro's  Ihould  renew  her  lays  ; 

Rival  of  Raphael!  fuch  thy  wondrous  line, 

'Tis  next  to  his ;  and  only  not  divine. 

Ye  maids,  employ'd  in  fpotlefs  Vefta's  fight, 

Lend  me  a  beam  of  your  eternal  light ; 

Full  on  yon*  pi6lure  throw  the  facred  ray. 

And  high  imperial  challity  difplay  f . 

See  !  the  great  Roman,  on  his  martial  throne,. 

Outdo  whate'er  in  war  his  arms  had  done  1 

See  him  rife  far  beyond  a  foldier's  fam.e. 

And  Afrlc'^  viftor  but  a  fecond  name ! 

"Valiant  and  great  he  trod  the  field  of  blood. 

But  here  is  virtuous,  bountiful,  and  good ; 

Refifts  the  utmofl:  power  of  female  charms. 

Feels  all  their  force,  yet  giv.es  them  from  his  arms. 

And,  lord  of  all  the  palTions  of  his  bread:, 

Defeats  ev'n  Love,  and  makes  his  rival  bleft.- 

Wondeiful  rt:okes,  that  thiough  the  eye  impart. 

Such  various  motions  to  the  human  heart ! 

*  A  piece  of  architeflure,  by  Julio  Romano,  born  1492, 
died  1546.     W. 

■f  Here  are  the  florles  of  Scipio's  continence,  and  of  Mofes 
Hrlking  the  rock;  by  Nicolo  PoulTin,  born  1594;  and  died 
1665.    W. 

Through 
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Through  it  a  thoufand  floating  pafllons  move^ 
We  pity,  wonder,  weep,  rejoice,  and  love. 

The  moral  tale  thus  exquifitely  told, 
His  colours  now  diviner  truths  unfold  ; 
At  Horeb's  rock  in  facred  awe  we  ftand, 
And  pencil 'd  miracles  our  faith  command. 
The  mighty  law-giver  his  rod  difplays, 
And  the  tough  flint  his  potent  touch  obeys  j 
Quick  into  ftreams  diflblves  the  foliu  flone. 
And  floats  the  wafte  with  waters  not  its  own^ 
See  there  the  (hrivel'd  cheek,  or  languid  eye, 
Swell  into  health,  or  lighten  into  joyj 
As  eager  crowding  in  the  draught  they  join. 
Reviving  thoufands  blefs  the  flroke  divine. 
But  thou,  fair  damfel,  with  diftinguilli'd  worth. 
Emblem  of  filial  piety,  (land  forth  ; 
Forgot  her  own  confuming  inward  fire, 
She  lifts  untouch'u  the  veflel  to  her  fire; 
With  the  cool  draught  his  heaving  breaft  relieves^- 
And,  as  fhe  foorhs  his  pain,  her  own  deceives. 

With  fcenes  too  fad  Salvator  '-^  ftrives  to  pleafe. 
Since  what  creates  our  wonder  fpoils  our  eafej 
We  give  the  wretched  prodigal  a  tear, 
And  wifh  his  kind  forgiving  father  near. 

As  on  Avernub'  banks  the  hero  fiood, 
Scar'd  at  the  dreary  darknefs  of  the  wood, 

*  A  very  capital  picl'Ji-e  of  the  prodigal  Ton  on  his  knee? 
at  prayers  amidH  the  herd  of  fwine,  by  Salvator  Rofa^  born 
1614,  and  died  1673.     W. 

Till 
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Till  through  the  leaves  fair  (hot  th'  aufpicious  light,. 

And  with  the  branching  gold  reliev'd  his  fight  j 

So  refcued  from  the  horrid  fcene  we  ftand, 

By  the  fweet  effluence  of  Guido's  hand. 

Soft  to  the  fight  his  every  colour  flows. 

As  to  the  fcent  the  fragrance  of  4\e  rofe.  I 

Pure  beams  of  light  around  the  virgin  *  play. 

Clad  in  the  brightnefs  of  celeftial  day  ; 

Be  as  they  may  the  broils  of  fierce  divines, 

Pure  and  unfpotted  here  at  leaft  Ihe  fhines. 

Thee  too,  Lorrainf ,  the  well-pleas'd  Mufc  fhould  nams, ,  r 
Nor  e'er  forget  Domcnichini's  +  fame, 

But  fudden  forrow  flops  the  flowing  line,  ( 

And  not  one  fmile  is  found  among  the  nine. 
Behold  where  all  the  charms  j|  that  Heaven  could  give, 
Blended  in  one  fweet  form  ftill  feem  to  live  ; 
Then  fink  to  tears,  nor  flop  the  burfling  groan. 
When  thou  art  told  that  all  tliofe  charms  are  gone. . 
Relentlefs  Death,  ftill  forcing  to  the  grave 
The  good,  the  fair,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
Here  the  whole  malice  of  his  power  put  on. 
And  aim'd  a  dart  that  flew  them  all  in  one. 

*  The  famous  piflure,  by  Guklo,  of  the  doflors  of  the 
church  difouc'.ng  on  the  immaculate  conception.  Guido 
Ren',  born  1575,  and  died  1642.     W. 

-|-  Claud.  Gille  of  Lorraln,  born  l6ooj  and  died  1682.  W. 

+  Domculco  Zampicri,  commonly  called  Domenichini, 
born  156',  and  died  1641,     W. 

jj  See  the  note  in  p.  2G3.     N. 

a  How 


JOURNEY    TO    HOUGHTON.       203 

How  fair,  how  good,  how  virtuous  was  the  dame, 
A  thoufand  hearts  in  anguifh  ftill  proclaim, 
How  brave  her  foul,  againft  all  fear  how  tried. 
Sad  fatal  proof  Ihe  gave  us  when  (lie  died  *, 

Thou  then,  my  friend,  no  farther  verfe  demand, 
Full  fwells  my  breaft,  and  trcmbHng  fhakes  my  hand  j 
And  thefe  fad  lines  conclude  my  mournful  lay, 
Since  we  too  once  muft  fall  to  Death  a  prey, 
May  we  like  Walpole  meet  the  fatal  day  ! 


} 


*  The   portrait   of  Catharine    Shorter,  firll   wife   to    Sir 

Robert  Walpole.  —  The  character  on  her   beautiful  tomb  in 

VVeftminfter  Abbey  deferves  to  be  perpetuated  ; 

»' To  the  memory  of  Catharine  Lady  Walpole,  eldeft  daughter 

of  John  Shorter,  efq;  of  Rybrook  in  Kent,  and  firft 

wife  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  afterwards  earl  of 

Orford, 

Horace,  her  youngeft  fon,  confecrates  this  monument* 

She  had  beauty  and  wit  without  vice  or  vanity, 

and  cultivated  the  arts  without  atFeClation. 

She  was  devout,  without  bigotry  to  any  feft, 

and  was  without  prejudice  to  any  party, 

Though  the  wife  of  a  minifter,  whofe  power  Ihe  eftecmed^ 

but  when  fhe  could  employ  it  to  benefit  the  miferablc, 

or  to  reward  the  meritorious. 

She  loved  a  private  life, 

Though  born  to  Ihine  in  public,  and  was  an 

ornament  to  courts, 

untainted  by  them. 

She  died  Aug.  zo,  1737.'* 

PRO- 
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OUN.  with  light  peculiar  Ihining, 
*^     Ufher  in  the  fmiltng  morn, 
Round  thy  head  thy  glories  twining. 

Bid  th'  aufpicious  day  be  born  j 
Bid  the  Hours  with  nimbleil  paces 

Free  and  frolic  to  advance, 
And  bid  Venus  lend  her  graces 

Tripping  at  thy  wheels  to  dance. 

Think  how  fwift,  when  once  a  lover, 

Skimming  o^er  the  plains  you  flew. 
When  the  charming  cruel  rover 

Bade  a  God  in  vain  purfue. 
Think  how  deeply  you  were  wounded, 

When  vou  flretch'd  your  eager  arms. 
And  a  htelefs  trunk  furrounded 

For  your  Daphne '^s  fprightly  charms. 

By  the  pains  with  wliich  you  languifli'd. 

By  the  joys  you  then  defir'd, 
By  the  youth's  impatient  anguifli 

Keen  with  expe6tation  fir'd  ; 
Swiftly  fpeed  the  Heavens  over. 

But  that  happy  minute  reft. 
When  you  fee  a  luckier  lover 

By  a  fairer  Daphne  bleft. 

3  ODE 
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ODE    TO    SIR    ROBERT    WALPOLE, 

ON     HIS     CEASING     T©    BE     MINISTER. 

FEBRUARY     6,      174T. 

IN    IMITATION  OF   HORACE,   BOOK  III.  ODE  III. 

s^Y  SIR  WILLIAM  BROWNE*,    KNT.  M.  D.  F.  R.  S, 

FROM     WHALEY'S     COLLECTION. 

np  H  E  .Minifter  that  "s  brave  and  juft, 
-*-    True  to  his  King's  and  Country's  truft. 

Defies  the  t\^rant  Jaction  ; 
Howe'er  its  manv  heads  may  flare, 
Grown  dreadful-  with  a  Gorgon  air 

Of  general  difrraclion. 
Nor  t'ueatening  Barnard  f ,  who  commands 
The  reftlefs  city's  furious  bands. 

And  brandiihes  her  dagger  ; 
Not  thundering  Pulteney  J,  though  he  awes 
The  Senate  to  dcfert  his  caufe  ; 

His  fleady  foul  can  ftagger. 
Th'  impending  florm,  that  louder  grows 
From  Ihrinking  friends  and  fwelling  foes. 

Intrepidly  he  faces  : 
Untouch'd  with  guilt,  he  knows  no  fears, 
And  only  greater  yet  appears, 

Divefled  of  his  places. 

■*  Firft  fettled   at   Lynn   in   Norfolk,  and   aftertvards   rti 

Quspn-fquare,  London,  where  he  died  March  10,  1774,  aged 

§2.     See  an  Imitation  of  this  Ode  by  Mr.  Fenton,  vol,  IV.  p. 

39.  and  another  by  Mr.  Walih  (not  Fenton),  p.  43.     J). 

f  Sir  John  Barnard,  then  lord  mayor.     N^ 

+  Earl  of  Bath.    N.  Thus 
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Thus  Somers,  for  great  fervice  clone, 
Thus  Marlborough,  for  realms  o'er-rvfn, 

Were  by  their  country  treated  ; 
Who  now  quaff  Ne6lar's  flowing  tide. 
With  juft  Godolphin  by  their  fide, 

Celeftially  feated. 
Thus  our  great  founder  William  rofe. 
By  oppohtion  of  his  foes, 

To  his  immortal  glory  : 
Thus  our  brave  George  advanc'd  to  fame. 
And  ftill  fhall  have  Old  Steady's  naiTxe 

In  everlafting  flory. 

George  thus  addrefs'd  his  brother  Gods, 
Affembled  in  their  blefl  abodes, 

And  Britain's  fate  debating  : 
**  Long  have  the  Stuarts  ceas'd  to  reign, 
Since  James's  Priefts  and  foreign  Queen 

Drove  on  his  abdicating. 

**  Soon  as  he  from  the  Church  withdrew 
His  grace,  by  folemn  promife  due. 

And  broke  all  limitation, 
His  forfeit  crown,  bv  juft  decree. 
Was  doom'd  to  William  and  to  me, 

To  fave  a  finking  nation, 

**  The  Bigot  King  fhall  now  no  more 
Hold  commerce  with  Rome's  fcarlet  Whore, 

And  back  her  fuperflition; 
No  more  lliall  Stuart  s  perjur'd  houfe 
Britain's  credulity  abufe. 

While  plotting  her  perdition. 
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**  Put  foes,  fubdued,  my  pity  meet, 
William's  fam'd  Boyne  gave  one  defeat. 

And  my  Dunblain  another  : 
My  covvard  Coufin  now  I  own, 
Since  Scotland  proves  him  James's  fon, 

Whoever  was  his  mother. 

**  Nay,  frauds  forgotten,  I  'm  content 
He  ftiould  be  rank'd  in  right  defcent : 

Let  but  the  Britifh  ocean 
Still  roar  between  his  fons  and  mine. 
And  let  the  royal  exiles  reign, 

Where  they  can  find  promotion, 

**  Since  Tyranny  has  met  its  fate. 
And  Liberty  in  church  and  fiate 

Now  triumphs  o'er  its  ruin  ; 
Britain  fliall  ftand  mofl  truly  great. 
And  fee  her  foes  bow  at  her  feet. 

For  peace  moft  humbly  fuing. 

**  Her  fleets  fhall  all  around  proclaim 
To  diflant  fhores  her  dreaded  name. 

In  peals  of  Britifli  thunder  : 
Crofs  from  the  Old  World  to  the  New^ 
Their  fails  fliall  fly,  her  fame  purfuc. 

And  fill  both  worlds  with  wonder. 

"  Nor  fliall  {he  feek  for  golden  mines. 
That  bafe  alloy  to  grand  dtfigns. 

That  ftain  to  the  vi£lorious  ! 
Should  heroes,  after  a£lions  bold. 
Turn  mifers,  and  now  thirft  for  gold. 

How  muft  they  fall  inglorious ! 
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**  No  bounds  fhall  check  her  conquering  arms. 
Whenever  a  juft  caufe  alarms. 

And  wrongs  are  to  be  righted  : 
Nor  fcorching  funs,  nor  freezing  poles. 
Shall  bar  my  Britons'  daring  fouls, 

When  once  to  war  excited. 

"  But  thefe  great  things  that  I  relate 
Can  only  be  her  glorious  fate, 

On  this  exprcfs  condition  : 
That  with  falfe  zeal  no  more  Ihe  burns, 
No  more  to  Stuart's  race  returns. 

And  papal  impofition. 

"  To  raife  again  that  hated  line, 
Should  e'er  a  faftious  people  join, 

Grown  mad  with  too  much  freedom  j 
Again  my  Powers  fhall  take  the  field, 
A^ain  the  coward  Chiefs  fhall  yield. 

And  fword  or  axe  fhall  bleed  'em.. 

**  Thrice  fhould  Rebellion  rear  her  head^ 
With  front  of  brafs,  but  heart  of  lead. 

Still  bent  upon  reftoring  ; 
Before  my  fons  thrice  fhall  fhe  fly. 
Thrice  at  their  feet  in  vain  fhall  lie. 

Wives  for  their  lords  imploring.'* 

But  whither  would  my  Mufe  afpire  > 
Forbear  to  tune  the  merry  lyre 

To  themes  paft  thy  attaining  : 
For  to  attempt,  in  humble  Odes, 
The  a6ls  of  Heroes,  fpeech  of  Gods, 

At  bed  is  but  profaning. 


THE 
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THE-      DISAPPOINTMENT. 

BY      MR.      W   H  A   L  E   Y. 

'T^HE  cattle  fleek,  the  gilt  machine, 

Along  the  verdant  road, 
Moving  in  fprightly  pomp  were  feen 
To  take  two  belles  abroad. 

The  one,  good-natur'd  Hymen's  carcy 

Late  dole  from  Dian's  grove, 
T'other,  though  as  her  Mer  fair. 

Yet  knew  not  wedded  love. 

Serene  ;?nd  gay  they  roll'd  along. 

Like  goddelfes  at  eafe, 
The  foftly  flowing  Itreams  among,. 

And  gently  waving  trees. 

This,  from  whoe'er  ihould  meet  her  eyes. 
Her  future  empire  plann'd  ;  * 

That  fmil'd,  content  to  boaft  the  prize 
She  had  already  gain'd. 

3ut  oh  !  how  foon  the  fairefl:  fcheme^ 

Or  befr-form'd  hope,  is  croft  ! 
Behold  them  at  the  park's  extreme 

Stopp'd  (hort.  —  The  key  was  loft. 

With  rage,  till  then  unknov/n,  infiam'd, 

And  vex'd,  the  matron-fair 
Her  ever-carelefs  footmen  blam'd. 

Her  keeper's  over-care  : 

^■0L,  VL  P  %VhIlt 
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While  the  fad  maid,  in  filent  guife, 

With  gently-fobbing  bread:, 
•And  big  full  overflowing  eyes, 

Her  foberer  grief  exprefu. 

Thus  when  the  Iky  fierce  lightnings  rend. 

And  thunders  fhake  the  plain, 
The  forrowful  foft  clouds  defcend 

In  copious  fliowers  of  rain. 

Thus  when  CalTandra  rag'd  around 

And  curs'd  the  foes  of  Trov', 
In  beauteous  forro.w  on  the  ground 

Sate  Helen  weeping  by. 

At  length  cool  Reafon  FalTion  fwav'd  ; 

And  the  refleding  dame. 
Smiling,  addrefs'd  the  weeping  maid, 

*'  Dear  girl,  we  're  both  to  blame. 

Why  Iho'ild  we  fret,  though  thus  confin'd  ? 

The  profpefts  round  we  fee, 
Sure  more  fhould  pleafe  a  thinking  mind. 

Than  fcandal-raifing  tea. 

Here  then,  beneath  thefe  verdant  walls, 

At  leifure  let  us  roam. 
Till  the  returning  evening  calls 

To  eafe  and  joy  at  home." 

**  Of  your  philofophy,  my  dear, 

Quoth  fhe,  I  give  you  joy  ; 
And  were  content  —  if  like  you  there 

My  time  I  could  employ." 

•         \  6  O  N  G. 
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SONG.       BY      MR.      WHALE  Y. 

O  'vVEET  Solitude,  that  ev'n  Dtfpair  canfl  charm, 
^  And  of  their  force  their  fharpcft  ills  difarra. 

Oh  !  eafe  awhile  the  anguifli  I  endure. 
Ye  Zephyrs,  ftill  more  gently  whifpering  blow; 
Ye  Streams,  with  ftiil  a  fofter  murmuring  flow; 

And  try  at  Icafl  to  footh  what  nought  can  cure. 

Ye  Nightingales,  whofe  melancholy  fong 
Rolls  on  with  pleafing  fadnefs  all  night  long. 

Lend  me  your  notes  to  tell  what  I  endure. 
Ye  Zephvrs,  flill  more  gently  whifpering  blowj 
Ye  Streams,  with  ftiU  a  fofter  murmuring  flow  ; 

And  try  at  leaft  to  footh  what  nought  can  cure. 

And  thou,  cold  Maid,  if  the  dull  winds,  that  bear 
jMv  dving  ligh:;,  convey  them  to  thine  ear. 

Speaking  the  killing  torments  I  endure  j 
Oh  fay,  though  hopes  of  love  from  thee  are  vain, 
Sav  thou  canft  pity  an  expiring  Swain, 

And  footh  at  leaft  the  wounds  you  will  not  care. 

HORACE,  B.  IV.  ODE  IIL    BY  THE  SAME.- 

'  I  "^HE  youth  on  whom  Chloe  deigns  fmile, 
And  call  the  warm  beams  of  her  eves, 
Sliail  never  leave  Britain's  fair  ifle. 

Nor  aim  at  the  warrior's  prize. 
Oftend  fhall  not  fee  the  fond  boy, 

Amidfl  the  brave  troops  as  tliey  land, 
Her  fons  loudly  fhouting  for  joy, 
Ji  »*>ritons  advance  on  the  flrand. 

P  a  Bui 
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But  Vaga's  foft  murmuring  dream, 

And  each  verdant  hill  and  grove, 
Shall  give  the  fond  youth  all  his  fame, 

As  he  warbles  out  mufick  and  love. 
And  lo  !  the  beaux  fluttering  throng, 

Bedaub'd  ail  with  powder  and  lace. 
While  Chloe  attends  to  my  fong, 

Withdraw,  and  with  blufhes  give  place. 
Apollo,  as  in  the  fam'd  ring, 

And  the  iMufcs  ,are  all  in  her  eyes  j 
Mute  fifn,  if  (he  bids  them,  would  fing 

As  fweet  as  the  fwan  when  (he  dies. 
How  I  ventur'd  to  fing,  and  could  pleafc 

By  finging,  if  e'^r  'tis  enquir'd, 
The  queftion  is  anfwer'd  with  eafe, 

Siie  bnde  me,  and  I  was  infpir'd. 
1743- 

ON      THE     TOMB     OF      LAURA. 

FROM   SANNAZARIUS.     BY   MR.  WHALEY. 

TTAD  heavenly  beings  been  with  tears  fupply'd, 
"^■^  The  Gods  themfelves  had  wept  when  Laura  dy'd. 
Yet,  what  i]\ay  can,  fee  !    Love  and  Venus  Ihow, 
She  quench'd  her  torches,  and  he  broke  his  bow  j 
Though  Gods  and  Men  at  thy  fad  fate  repine. 
Nor  Gods,  nor  Men,  my  life,  feel  grief  like  mine. 
Bleft  fouls  !    that  with  thee  to  the  fhades  repair, 
Elyfium's  doubly  fo;  now  tliou  art  there. 
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TO         A         LADY, 

ON    THE    EIRTH-DAY    OF    HER    HUSBAND,    I74O 

B   Y       M  R.      \V  HALE   Y. 
A  WAKE,  fair  bride,  to  this  returning  morn, 
•^  ■*-  And  hail  the  dav  on  which  thy  lord  was  born ; 
But  double  let  his  falutations  be. 
Since  to  his  birth  he  owes  the  blifs  of  loving  thee. 
Long  may  this  be  the  fubje^t  of  the  Nine,  -> 

Kor  other  day  with  equal  glory  fiiine. 
That  one  except  which  gave  his  hand  to  thine  ! 
Ever  with  white  may  thele  di{tin£t  appear, 
The  faireft  children  of  the  rolling  year  ! 
Shine,  Venus,  fhine  on  thefe  profufely  gay. 
Ever  on  thefe,  Lucina,  fhed  thy  rav  ; 
Sorrow  and  pain  be  ever  from  the  fair, 
And  Love,  bleft  bridegroom.  Love  be  all  thy  care. 
Joys  which  they  fancy'd  ne'er  ccukl  be  exec; I'd, 
Still,  ^ill  with  ftreams  of  purer  joys  be  Ivvtird. 
As  the  fair  rolling  moons  their  influence  Ihcd, 
To  blefs  the  labours  of  the  nuptial  bed. 
Lend  them,  ye  Powers  above,  a  giacio-js  car, 
And  hear  and  grant  a  Friend's  and  Potrt's  uiaver. 

As  ihe  immenfe  benevolence  of  Heaven 
Can  give  my  friend  what  yet  it  has  not  ^ivtn. 
As  the  cxcefs  of  jov  that  fi'ls  his  breaf:. 
Can  by  fome  ohofen  gift  be  ftili  increasM,. 
As  all  that  beauty,  youth,  and  wealth,  can  give^_ 
Will  double  luflre  from  an  heir  receive; 
Deny  not,  Htaven,  this  deareft,  laft,  beft  boon,, 
Bkfi  with  the  parent's  virtuer  knd  a  fon.. 

P3:  O 
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ODE     BY     Jsl  R.     W  H  A  L  E  Y, 
ON    THE     BIRTH-DAY    OF    TWO     FRIENDS- 

IN      IMITATION      OF      MARTIAL. 

"ORIGHT  morning  Oar,  re  vifit  earth, 
"^     Nor  give  our  joy  delay, 
Sacred  to  virtuous  Friendfliip's  birth, 

Bright  ftar,  bring  on  the  day. 
Each  nymph,  each  fwain  the  day  requires, 

Ccme  on,  nor  let  us  deem 
Thou  borrow'ft,  to  bring  on  thy  fires, 

Bootes'  lazy  team. 
V/hen  well  thou  kncw'fl:  thou  may 'ft  command 

The  fwift  Leda?an  horfe, 
Pollux  to  thee  would  pleas'd  defcend, 

And  Caftor  uroje  thy  coutfe  : 
ArJ.  wifhine,  void  the  hoon  of  jOve,  • 

Own  thefe  more  wifdom  fhow, 
Who  live,  nor  envy  joys  above, 

Unprrted  friends  below. 


Ufl, 


Come  then,  nor  flop  the  eager 

His  fretting  couvfers  neigh. 
And  bright  Aurora's  blufh  is  on, 

To  ufher  in  the  day. 
>Tor  Cynthia,  nor  night's  ftars  will  fade, 

But,  long  ere  they  retire, 
The  happieft  pair  e'er  Friendfi^ip  made, 

To  fiiine  qu  and  admire. 


Let 
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Let  them  then  ftand  —  with  all  his  light 

Be  Phcebus  far  awav, 
In  Cynthia's  and  in  Nature's  fpite, 

Our  joy  iliall  make  the  day. 

SONG         TO         R.      D.         E     S    Qi^ 

BY       MR.      W  H  A  L  E  Y. 

TTTHO  has  breath'd  Heliconian  air, 

^       Or  loiter'J  on  Pindus's  fide, 

Gives  to  the  wild  winds  all  his  care, 

His  grief  to  the  full-flowing  title. 

While  his  Mufe  and  his  Verfe  are  his  own,. 

Alike  inattentive  he  hears 
Eiizaberh  *  mounting  a  throne. 

Or  Auftria  f  fmking  with  fears. 

Then,  Phoebu?,  fend  down  from  thy  choir 

Sweet  Clio,  and  thence  kt  her  bring 
A  fong  that  would  fuit  thy  own  lyre, 

For  fuch  only  Varus  could  fing. 

To  war  if  he  tunes  his  loud  voice, 

Alcaeus  (hall  pay  him  with  fmilesj 
Nor  lefb  fhall  foft  Sappho  rejoice, 

Of  tears  w'hen  the  nymphs  he  beguiles. 

Nor  envy  him,  though  her  plea^'d  ear 

His  charmer  doth  ever  incline, 
But  own,  though  his  Daphne  's  as  fair. 

She  's  kinder  and  wifer  than  thine. 

*  The  Czarina.     D.  f  Q-e;n  of  Hungary.     D. 
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ON  READING  LORD  BACON'S  FLATTERY 

TO    KING    JAMES    THE    FIRST. 

BY        MR.        WHALE    Y. 

yLTE,  to  whom  Heaven  imparts  its  fpecial  fires, 
-*•    Whofe   breafts  the  wondrous   quickening   beam 
infpires. 
That  (heels  flrong  Eloquence's  melting  rays. 
Or  fcatters  forth  the  bright  poetic  blaze; 
Look,  here  and  learn,  thofe  gifts  how  low  and  light. 
If  confcious  Dignity  not  guides  their  flight, 
How  mean,  when  human  Pride  their  fervice  clainw. 
And  Bacon  condefcends  to  flatter  James  1 

EPITAPH      ON      CHARLES     VL 
EMPEROR     OF     GERMANY. 

F  R  0  M .    T  H  E     FRENCH.         BY     THE     SAME. 

^|"^HE  lafc  proud  Auflrian's  tomb  the  eye  furveys, 
-^    Too  many  for  his  honour  were  his  days, 
For  his  unhappy  family  too  few, 
While  his  falfe  object  was  an  heir  in  view. 

His  wifdom  to  his  wretched  child*  has  left, 
(Of  wealth,  cf  power,  of  crown,  at  once  bereft) 
A  doubtful  kingdom,  yet  by  war  annoy'd. 
And  counfellors  fuch  as  himfelf  employ'd  ; 
And,  to  fupport  proud  titles,  vainly  told. 
Nothing  fhe  wants  but  fortune,  friends,  and  gold. 
*  Queen  of.Hungarv,     D^ 

1  N. 
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IN      PRAISE      OF      WATER". 

BY       MR.      WHALE  Y.       1736. 

"O^RISH  then  Bacchus  and  his  darlingf  vine,. 

"*■     And,  bold  Lycurgus,  let  thy  tafk  be  mine. 

And  freely  I  '11  the  Godhead's  wrath  endure, 

U''hatever  wounds  he  gives  my  theme  can  cure  ; 

And  arm'd  with  Water  I'll  maintain  the  field, 

'Gainft  him  who  made  the  earth-born  giants  yield. 

For  fure  Apollo  will  my  caule  avow. 

Who  taught  Ciftalia's  temperate  fount  to  flow, 

Who  only  drinks  of  Aganippe's  flream. 

That  knows  no  warmth  but  from  his  own  pure  beam. 

Hail  then,  ye  lim.pid  flreams,  that  fweetly  glide, 
Daughters  of  Pinfley's  ever-flowing  tide. 
But  from  your  fire  in  happv  error  fpeed, 
pleas'd  to  be  loft  in  Ktngfland's  *  verdant  mead; 
With  you  for  fame  while  Mincio  vainly  ftrives. 
Since  Maro's  dead,  but  tuneful  Callus  lives  : 
And,  as  you  fweetly  murmuring  glide  along, 
Repavs  each  m.urmur  with  a  fweeter  fong; 
Nor  is  the  price  beyond  the  gifts  you  brinsf. 
Though  fweec  as  Orpheus'  felf  h&  tunes  the  ftring ; 
Soft  pleafures  fport  along  the  (hores  vou  lave. 
And  healrh\:omes  rolling  on  in  every  wave. 

Let  golden  Tagus  boaft  his  flowing  wealth  : 
Safe  drofs,  what  arc  thou,  when  compard  with  heaith  ? 
Let  him  too  boaft  the  vines  that  round  him  ftand. 
And  v,-i:h  their  cluuers  redden  all  the  land,. 
*  1\\  Kercfordlhirc.     D. 
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Blefs  the  near  influence  of  the  mid-day  fiar, 
And  think  the  grape  infpires  his  Tons  to  war. 
*  Vain  hoaft  !   for  ftrangers  would  his  vintage  flow,. 
And  for  proud  Spain  his  purple  harvefl^  grow, 
Did  not  the  temperate  North  its  fuccour  knd, 
And  Brit-iin'b  waiery  fonu  his  realms  defend. 

Miftaken  Bards  of  old  in  vain  pretend, 
That  drunken  Bacchus  was  to  Mars  a  fiiend  ; 
True  courage  needs  no  adfcititious  charm, 
Be  the  head  cookn:  when  the  iicart  's  mod  warm. 
No  drunken  hero  e'er  maincaiu'd  his  ground, 
*Twas  VVater  kept  Achilles  free  from  wound; 
By  that  infpir'd,  the  naked  Spartan  Rood, 
And  made  a  fecond  bath  of  hortile  blood. 

As  vainly  do  their  legends  flrive  to  prove 
That  Bacchus  is  a  powerful  friend  to  Love. 
What  fliould  endear  the  fwain  to  Venus'  arms, 
But  that  fair  element  which  gave  her  charms  ? 
How  gain'd  the  rugged  Mars  the  temp.rate  Dame, 
But  that  from  Thrace  the  temperate  Godhead  ca^le^ 
And  who  e'er  Bacchus  fur  a  lover  took, 
But  one  poor  girl  f  whom  all  the  world  forfook  ? 

Then  to  th'  infpiring  flreams,  ye  fwains,  retire  j       ^^ 
*Ti3  \yat:;r  gives  the  aclive  youth  defirc,  > 

And,  cool  itfclf,  gives  heroes  all  their  fire.  J 

*  Thefe  verfes  were  made  when  Sir  John  Norris  lay  with 
the  Englifh  licet  before  Lillon.     W. 
•(•  Ariachic     D. 
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ON   A  YOUNG    LADY   WORKING   GREEN    SILK 
ON    A    WHITE    SATTIN    GROUND. 

BY         MR.         W    H    A    L    E    Y. 

T  N  Winter's  icv  chains  lies  Nature  bound, 
-^  And  one  cold  whitenefs  covejs  all  the  ground, 
'Till  the  gay  Spring,  on  Zephvrs  borne,  is  feen. 
And  the  whole  held  is  deck'd  in  fprightly  green; 
But  where  fome  fr.ow-drops  glittering  uiil  remain, 
Heightening  the  luftre  of  the  vcrdanr.  plain. 
And  lo  !   how  Nature  is  hv  Art  exprefl, 
That  li'ik,  erTc  white  and  fmooth  as  Lucy's  breafl:, 
Now  ftretch'd  beneath  her  animating  iiand. 
Breaks  into  flowcri,  and  fprouts  at  her  command,. 
And,  delicately  verdant,  charms  the  fight, 
But  where  her  lingers  touch'd  it,  Ihines  more  white. 

MR.    WHALEY    TO    A    YOUNG    LADY,. 

WHO    PAINTS    VERY    WELL,    BUT    ALWAYS    DRAWS- 
HER    OWN    SEX    TO    DISADVANTAGE. 

TNGENIOUS  Fair,  in  whofc  well-mingled  dyes, 

Refle61ed  charms  delight  our  ravifh'd  eyes  ; 
On  whofe  foft  pencil  every  beauty  waits. 
That  Nature  boafis,  or  happy  Ait  creates: 
Say,  when  thy  fancy  prompts  thee  to  difplav 
The  blooming  flowers  that  deck  the  youthful  Maj', 

Seek 
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Seek  you  not  all  that  coloars  can  fupply 

To  cheat  our  fenfes,  and  delude *our  eye; 

Strives  not  your  every  flroke  with  auxlous  paln^ 

The  whitenefs  of  the  lily  to  retain  ? 

Blot  you  not  out  the  ill-un''!:cd  fhades. 

If  but  one  tulip  on  your  canvas  fades  ? 

And  fwells  not  with  a  confcious  joy  your  breafl,  -. 

If  in  the  happy  glowing  tints  thou  feed  k 

The  downy  blufhes  of  the  rofe  increaft  >  J 

Whence  ftrive  you  then,  to  hurt  your  own  fair  kind  ? 

How  came  your  injuries  to  them  confin'd  ? 

Whence  dares  your  pencil  offer  to  difgrace 

Such  looks  as  well  might  hint  an  Angel's  face  ? 

What  fecret  palTion  aids  thy  touch  with  fpite 

To  darken  Chloe's  brown,  or  taint  Clarinda's  white  ? 

Say,  is  it  Envy  guides  thy  faithlefs  line  ? 

Can  meagre  Envy  dwell  in  breafts  like  thine  ? 

With  trembling  doft  thou  Cxlia's  features  trace. 

Or  fear  that  Mira's  fmiles  fnould  thine  difgrace  ? 

Thy  own  fair  felf,  miftaken  charmer,  view, 
Learn  thy  own  power,  and  let  thy  paint  be  truCi 
With  kindly  care  thy  happieft  colours  blend,. 
And  drive  what  Nature  faireft  forms  to  mend  : 
From  Chloe's  eve  bid  keener  lightnings  flow  ; 
Teach  Cilia's  cheeks  with  fofcer  red  to  glow  : 
Still,  flill,  bright  nymph,  unrival'd  fhait  thou  fhincj 
Thy  paint  is  charming,  but  thy  form  divine. 


T  O- 


TO        THE        SAME. 

BY     MR.    W  H  A  L  E  y. 

TTTHEN  fome  new-rifing  Beauty  fills 

Withjealouf    the  virgii)  train, 
Detra6tion  venis  the  iiibied  fpleen, 
And  whifpers  eafe  the  rival's  pain. 

l*Jot  Mira  fo  ;   with  cruel  Ikill 

She  calh  tlie  pencil  to  her  aid  j 
Defames  the  Fair  in  effigy. 

And  libels  with  fatyric  fliade. 

Unable  thus,  with  dazzled  eyes 
To  bear  :he  Sun's  meridian  beam. 

With  pride  the  gazing  fvvain  defies 
His  fainter  image  in  the  flream. 

Beneath  her  figurative  hand, 
,Ch].oe's.all-matchlefs  beauties  die^, 

And  faintly  languifh,  at  her  ftrokc, 
The  little  loves  in  Caelia's  eye. 

As  criticks  o'er  fome  ancient  page. 
Injurious  fhe  to  Beauty's  worth, 

O'erlooks  each  bright  uiviner  grace. 
And  calls  each  imperfection  forth. 

With  pity  and  with  anger  mov'd. 
The  partial  likenefs  we  deplore, 

And  wifh  the  pidure  we  furvey 
Or  lefs  lefemblance  had,  or  more. 
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But  ceafe,  tond  nvmph,  and  afic  thy  heart 

If  that  fuch  injuries  could  brook, 
Should  e'er  thy  beauteous  felf  be  ihovvn 

Lefs  killing  by  a  fingle  look  ? 

Should  thv  falfe  maid  or  ill-bred  glafs, 

One  dimple  or  one  fmile  bely, 
Say,  would  not  Bettv  ftrait  be  clsid, 

Thy  mirrour  thrown  in  anger  by  ? 

Be  then  to  every  rival  jufl, 

And  fince  thy  lips  difdain  to  wrong. 

Let  not  thy  gentle  hand  revile. 

But  learn  a  virtue  from  thy  tongue. 

■*Twere  nobler  for  each  rival  face 

With  more  than  native  charms  to  crown. 
Thy  utmofi;  art  can  ne  er  pourtray 
A  form  more  lovely  tb.an  thy  own. 

TO      THE      SAME      LAD 

B  Y     MR.     WHALE  Y. 

TN  vain,  fair  nymph,  thy  pencil  would  difgrace 
•*-  The  bloom  of  Cslia's,  or  Clarinda's  face ; 
Againft  thy  will  thou  charm'ft  our  ravifh'J  eyes. 
And  what  thy  envy  prompts,  thy  Ikill  denies. 
By  one  judicious  fuoke  inform 'd,  we  guefs 
Whofe  form  infpir'd  the  malice  of  the  piece ; 
Nor  all  thy  IclTcning  colours  can  fuggefl 
Can  force  the  fvveet  idea  from  our  breaft, 

We  fee  'tis —  and  forget  the  reft. 

HORACE, 
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HORACE,     BOOK     IV.     ODE     VHI. 
IMITATED     BY     MR.     W  HALEY. 

"'T^HE  golden  tripod  fliould  thy  worth  receive, 

The  polilh'd  brafs,  and  marble  buft  I  'd  give, 
The  great  rewards  to  Grecian  heroes  known, 
Such  as  bold  Theron  gain'd,  and  Chromius  won. 
If  Phidias'  powerful  touch  I  could  command, 
Or  Zeuxis'  pencil  grac'd  my  forming  hand. 

But  thee  the  Mufes  flrongcr  power  delights. 
Thy  lifrening  ear  the  nuwing  verfe  invites, 
That  Phoebus  prompts,  or  tuneful  Pope  indites. 
Me  too  the  nyiliphs  of  Pindus'  grotto's  fire. 
Me,  though  the  lall:  of  dU  their  train,  infpire ; 
Their  mighty  laft:ng  influence  I  know, 
And  their  imrncHrtahting  power  can  fhow. 
Not  all  that  brafs,  or  ftone,  or  paint,  can  give. 
By  which  again  departed  heroes  live  ; 
Great  Cefar's  triumphs  ftill  expos'd  to  view, 
Scipio's  fair  laurels  fpringing  ever  new. 
Perpetuate  not  fo  fare  the  warrior's  praife, 
As  the  kind  meed  cf  Hehconian  lays. 
Should  nor  aufpicious  verfe  the  memory  guard 
Thy  name,  thy  virtue^  were  without  reward. 

The  man  whofe  worth  the  civic  wreath  has  gain'd 
By  lands  from  flavery  freed,  or  laws  maintain'd. 
The  Mufe  eflablifhes  for  e'er  the  fame, 
Refcues  from  Death,  and  confecrates  to  Fame. 

Thus  what  th'  ungrateful  populace  deny, 
The  Mufe  to  Naliau's  virtue  ihali  fupply. 

\  Long 
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Lono^  a'?e<?  lience  in  Prior's  happy  line, 
Namur  fhall  blaze,  and  purple  ftain  the  Boyne. 

DclTrudive  time  may  fink  proud  Blenheim's  dome. 
And  Woodllock's  pleafing  bowers  forget  to  bloom  ; 
Yet  nought  (hall  Marlborough's  fettled  fame  furvive. 
The  Mufes'  "  Blenheim"  *  (hall  for  ever  live. 

IN  PUELLAM   SEPTENTRIONALEM. 
BY      MR.      W  H  A  L  E  Y. 

QUa-iquam  fub  gelidis  fit  Virgo  trionibus  orta, 
Delicias  almi  pe61ore  veris  habet. 
Infecit  candore  cutem  nix  ;  caetera  flamma, 
Phoebe,  vigent  radios  exuperante  tuos. 

TRANSLATED.      BY    A    FRIEND. 

THOUGH  from  the  North  the  damfel  came. 

All  fpring  is  in  her  breaft  ; 
Her  (kin  is  of  the  driven  fnow, 

But  fun-(hine  all  the  reft. 

ON    THE    STATUE    OF   A    HEIFER. 
FROM    JOHANNES    S  E  C  U  N  D  U  S. 

BY         MR.         WHALE    Y. 

^"^  OOD  friend,  this  mefTage  to  thy  owner  bear, 
^-'  That  Myron  fiole  me,  and  has  fix'd  me  here. 

*  Lord    Lyttekcn's   excellent   poem   under   that   title  is 
|>rinted  in  the  Englifli  Poets,  vol,  LVI.  p.  19.     N. 
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THESEUS      AND      ARIADNE. 

B    Y        M    R.        \V    HALE    Y. 

ARGUMENT. 

Tliefeus,  the  valiant  fan  of  jT.geus  king  of  Athens,  for  ar 
l^ng  while  knew  not  his  father;  till  travelling  into  At- 
t  C3,  he  by  great  fortune  there  clifcovered  him.  But  foon 
a''t:r,  out  of  a  principle  of  honour,  he  left  the  Athenian 
court  to  go  to  Crcie,  on  a  dangerous  csperditioa.  Minos 
v.-as  king  of  that  place,  vvhofe  daughter  Ariadne  at  firft 
light  fell  unhappily  in  love  with  the  beautiful  ftranger  ; 
z\id  alhlled  him  in  killing  the  Minotaur,  a  monfler  that 
^ras  :nclol";:d  in  the  midJle  of  a  large  labyrinth.  It  feems 
ihe  prefented  httn  with  a  clue  of  thre.a^d,  by  v.-hich,  cSi-^ 
the  conquefr  of  the  bealr,  be  gudtd  his  fteps  back  thro'jgh 
the  m«in-  windings  of  the  grove.  After  this  lignal  Icr- 
vice,  he  promifed  to  carry  her  with  him  to  Atiiens ;  but 
Th  his  pafTage  home  left  her  on  a  dcfert  illand  called  Dia, 
She  prays  all  the  Gods  to  avenge  her  ;  which  they  do,  hf 
making  Theleus,  when  he  comes  v.-ithin  fight  of  Attica, 
forget  to  give  the  appointed  fignal  of  fuccefs  at  a  dillance, 
by  which  means  iEgeus.  thinking  his  {on  dead, threw  him- 
fclfinto  the  fen,  and  pcrlihed.  Ariadne  was  afterwards 
carried  into  Heaven  by  Eaci-hus,  and  made  a  Lon'le.lation. 

TTrilERE  tiie  rude  waves  on  Dia'b  harbour  play. 

The  fair  forfaken  Aria<lne  lay  : 
Here  fiiH:  the  wretched  maid  was  taught  to  prove 
The  bitter  pangs  of  ill-rewarded  love; 
Here  faw,  ju ft  freed  from  a  falhcious  fieep, 
Her  Thcfeus  flving  o'er  the  diflant  deep  : 

Vol.  VI.  '  Q^  Uillful 


2i6        MISCELLANY     POEMS. 

Wiflful  fbe  lookM,  nor  what  (lie  faw  believ'd, 
KopM  fome  miftake,  and  widrd  to  be  deceiv'd: 
^V'hilc  the  falfe  vouth  his  way  fecurely  made, 
]lis  faith  forgotten,  and  his  vows  unpaid. 
At  length  fiie  found  her  p.-rtial  fears  too  true, 
'I  he  well-known  velTcl  ItlTcning  to  her  view; 
Then  fick  with  grief  J  and,  frantic  with  del  pair, 
Her  drefs  fne  rent,  and  tore  her  goh'.cn  hair. 
The  gay  tiara,  on  her  temples  plac'd, 
The  fir.e-wrou^^ht  cin£ture  that  her  hofom  grac"d. 
The  fillets,  which  her  heaving  oreafts  conhn'd, 
Are  rent  and  fcatter'd  in  the  lawlefs  wind. 
The  wretched  fair  regards  tliem  now  no  more, 
Walli'd  by  the  wanton  furges  on  the  fl)ore. 
Such  trivial  cares,  alas  !  no  room  can  find, 
Her  dear  deceitful  Thefeus  fills  her  mind  ; 
For  him  alone  flie  grieves  tlie  live-long  da}-, 
Sickens  in  thought,  and  pines  her  foul  away. 

Curft  be  the  time  when  Thefeus  hrfl  horn  home 
Reach'd  the  Gortynian  tyrant's  fiately  dome  : 
In  that  iad  day  what  evils  unforefeen 
Were  form'd  in  embryo  by  the  Cyprian  Queen  ! 
The  (lory  goes,  the  Minotaur  was  fed 
With  human  vi6lims  for  Androgeos  dead. 
Forc'd  by  a  ficknefs  the  Cecropians  paid 
This  yearly  tribute  to  the  hero's  Ihade  : 
The  flower  of  Athens  were  compell'd  to  bleed, 
For  thus  the  cruel  oracle  decree:'. 
Till  Thefeus,  to  preierve  his  country's  bloo<!, 
Himfclf  devoted  for  the  pubiic  good. 
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Forth  for  the  Creran  coafl  he  hoilled  fail, 
Fleet  fpecl  his  (hip,  and  profperous  was  the  gale. 
Soon  as  to  Minos'  awful  court  i-e  came, 
The  princefs  faw  him.  and  conceiv'd  a  flame. 
A  grand  pavihion  on  the  ground  there  llood, 
Celeflial  odours  ilTued  from  the  wood  ; 
O:  this  the  royal  fair  rcpos'd  her  charms. 
Wrapt  in  th'  embraces  of  her  mother's  arms. 
Such  to  the  view  th.e  goodly  myrtle  feems, 
^V^lich  grows  befide  Lurotas'  cryftal  ftieams; 
Thus  beautiful  the  vernal  flowers  appear. 
That  glad  with  gay  variety  the  year, 
^he  fat  and  languifh'd,  nor  her  eyes  wirhdrew, 
Till  the  whole  franie  tlie  fwcct  contagion  kn-jvV. 
O  cruel  bov,  tlxit  aim'd  the  fiiafis  of  l.ove. 
And  rulTt  rhe  Golgi  and  Idalian  grovt:, 
Ycu  give  no  pleafjre  but  has  iome  a'lov. 
And  blend  with  trouble  our  iincerefr  ;oy. 
You  firlt  infpir'd  with  this  unhaopv  dame 
Tlie  roval  virgin  for  a  foreign  name. 
^Vith  what  anxiety  was  (he  oppreli, 
}     What  tempefls  laboui'd  in  her  troubled  brea:!, 
When  her  lov'd  vouth  the  monfrcr  nscr  in  tJ^lit, 
Re'olv'd  to  con(juer  or  to  leave  the  light  ! 
As  when  a  ftorm  on  Taurus'  top  defcenus, 
The  waving  oak  or  mountain  nine  it  bcnJs, 
At  laft  the  tree  up-rooted,  in  its  wav, 
Dears  all  before  it  with  impetuous  fwav ; 
So  the  dread  btafi  by  Thefeus  taught  to  vidd. 
Fell  down  reluctant  on  tlie  !ilecdi:',g  ticlu, 

a  z  The 
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The  con([iiering  hero  now  returns  uiih  praife, 

A  clue  clire6ls  him  through  the  gicUly  maze; 

Elfe  his  mifguidecl  Heps  would  darkling-  rove 

In  the  blind  windings  of  the  treaclierous  grove. 

It  now  remains  the  virgin's  flight  to  iing. 

Her  fadden  leaving  the  afflitted  king. 

The  mother  mourn'd  her  child's  unhappy  cafe. 

Her  filter  Itopp"d  her  with  a  forc'd  emhiace  : 

But  father,  fifter,  mother,  little  mov'd, 

Her  all  Ihe  yielded  for  the  man  fhe  lov'd. 
To  Dia's  fatal  coaft  the  lovers  fleer, 
Pcriidious  Thefeus  leaves  liis  miftrcfs  here. 

AVrapt  in  deceiful  (lumbers  while  fhe  lay, 

The  perjur'd  lover  bafcly  dole  away. 

The  nvmph  with  cries  alcends  the  mounrain's  height. 

And  o'er  the  diftant  ocean  ftrains  her  light, 

A  boundlefs  trail :  now  in  the  fea  fhe  goes 

Baring  her  knees,  and  fighing  vents  her  woes. 

**   Why  did  you  take  me  from  my  father's  hand, 
To  leave  me,  Thefeus,  in  a  foreign  land  ? 
Could  you  fo  foon  my  plighted  fairh  dcfpife, 
And,  perjur'd,  dare  the  anger  of  the  fkies  r 
Did  nothing  in  your  hreaft  perfuafive  prove, 
No  foft  companion  melt  vour  foul  to  love? 
Ah  me  !   far  other  promifes  you  made, 
Far  other  profpefts  to  my  view  you  laid  ; 
The  nuptial  joys  I  hop'd  and  bridal  day. 
But  envious  winds  have  borne  mv  hopes  away. 
Let  now  no  woman  truft  in  man  aeain  ! 
Falfe  is  his  promife,  and  his  vows  are  vain. 

When 
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VVI-sen  the  Hrung  pafiions  riot  unfupprcft. 
Men  promile  lir^tiy  with  an  open  brcart; 
But,  loon  as  Love  is  with  poircflion  cloy'd, 
Thtir  words  they  heed  not,  and  their  oaths  are  void, 
I  fav'd  your  life  and  honour  when  at  llake, 
And  vieldeci  up  my  brother  for  your  lake. 
For  this  l>y  bealis  1  now  nuifl  die  unmourn'd^ 
No  tomb  to  hide  me,  and  no  rites  perforin'd. 
Surclv  your  race  is  not  deiiv'd  from  men, 
Some  favagc  monfrer  wlielp'tl  vou  in  lier  den  j 
Some  ragin<£  ocean  in  her  fjolcmr  bore, 
Some  Scylia  fucklcd  on  her  cruel  fliore  ; 
Who  tlicfe  returns  beftow;   who  thus  repay 
Your  life  defended  in  the  fatal  day. 
If  vour  great  father's  orders  you  revere, 
And  hence  a  foreiiijn  contia6l  juftly  fear, 
You  niiglit  at  lead  have  carried  nie  a  flave, 
A  pleating  fervitude  is  all  I  'd  have. 
Tiiou^h  princefs  born,  yet  humbly  at  vour  board 
I  'd  act  til'  officious  handmaid  to  my  lord; 
The  bath  prepare  again  ft  you  homeward  Iped, 
Adorn  wiJi  purple  the  forbidden  bed. 
But  why  lament  I  to  the  empty  air? 
Can  the  winds  anfwer,  or  the  tempefls  hear? 
He  that  fiiould  liften  is  for  ever  loll. 
And  there  's  no  creature  on  the  dreary  coafr  j 
For  cruel  fate  has  plac'd  me  here  alone. 
Nor  left  one  perfon  to  partake  my  moan. 
O  that  all-knowing  Heaven  had  ne"er  decreed 
The  Crctaii  bull  by  Theleus'  arm  to  bleed  I 

CL  3  Happy, 
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Happv,  too  happv,  did  I  live,  before 

The  Grecian  galley  toucli'd  my  native  fhore. 

I  little  thought  in  fuch  a  face  was  guile, 

Nor  faw  the  mifchicf  lurking  in  his  fmile. 

Now  what  *s  to  do?  what  wretched  hopes  remain  ? 

Shall  I  my  father's  kingdom  feek  again  ? 

Mo,  tliere  the  earth  flili  reeks  with  brotlier's  blood, 

Nor  can  I  pafs  the  intermediate  flood. 

Siuill  I  ihen  think  my  Thefeus  ftill  is  true  ?. 

No,  for  the  traitor  bafely  fled  my  view. 

Cruel  dilemma  !   could  I  get  away, 

No  hopes  arc  left  me,  Death  is  in  my  ftav  : 

For  neither  dwellings  nor  companions  here, 

No  objecl  glads  the  eye,  nor  voice  the  ear  j 

But  where  I  turn  my  wearied  fight,  there  reigns 

A  death-like  horror  o'er  the  filent  plains. 

Yet  I  '11  not  tamely  die  without  relief, 

Nor  let  mv  jufc  refentment  melt  in  grief; 

Iku  all  the  heavenly  Povveis  conjure  in  death, 

And  call  down  vengeance  with  my  lateft  breath. 

Arife,  ye  Furies,  from  your  iron  beds, 

And  roufe  the  fnaky  terrors  of  your  heads; 

Rear  eacii  her  ghafllv  front,  wherein  we  find 

The  baneful  index  of  the  latent  mind  ; 

O  lift,  artend  to  what  my  prayers  require, 

'Tis  juftice  prompts  me,  and  my  wrongs  infpire ; 

Hear  then  propitious,  while  I  now  impart 

The  mournful  dilates  of  a  broken  heart ; 

Thofe  ills  which  I  from  Thefeus'  hand  fuftain 

"Return  on  his  dcsoted  houfe  again  1" 
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Fii'd  witlj  rcfcntment  thus  tlie  fair-one  pra) M, 
And  ample  curfcs  for  her  grief  repaid. 
juO:  Jove  a!)ove  witli  pity  favv  lier  ill, 
And  bowing:  ratified  her  cruel  will ; 
At  which  convuUions  feiz'd  the  rrenr.bhng;  ground. 
Am]  all  tie  fiame  if  nature  fbook  around. 

Now  Thefeus,  homeward  as  he  wings  his  way. 
Forgets  thofe  fatal  orders  to  obev» 
Which,  when  he  hrft  from  Athens  did  depart, 
Were  vairdv  treafur'd  in  his  faiihlcfs  hcait  : 
Nor  once  bethought  his  anxious  fire  to  greet 
With  Ave  glad  fiy;nal  of  hi^  UU  retreat. 
Fame  n-igs  that  ^gcus,  when  hii  fen  with  haTte 
Urg'd  iris  departure  o'er  the  watery  wane, 
Tl'.us  raugtit  the  youth,  and  as  he  fpokc  embrac'i 
**  Mv  loii,  than  life  more  dear,  fince  envious  tate 
Divides  fo  early  what  it  join'd  lo  lace, 
And  vour  too  forward  courage  trc^m  me  force 
Confent  unwiiling  for  your  dangerous  courle, 
No  h.appincfs  I  'U  fufter,  no  delight. 
When  \our  lov'd  image  leavtis  my  longing  hghc. 
But  every  face  a  fhew  of  grief  fhall  wear, 
And  vou  yourleif  no  jovous  token  bear. 
I  chief  in  forrow  will  lament  awliile. 
And  in  the  dufi:  my  hoarv  hairs  dcti;e; 
Tiien  on  the  mall  a  fable  fail  1  '11  rear. 
To  reprefent  my  grief  and  black  defpair  : 
Bu:  if  our  guardian  Goddefs  Vn&W  ordain, 
That  i>y  vour  hand  the  Cretan  bull  be  {lain. 
Then  cautious  heed,  and  let  no  length  of  days 
Thefe  Wwighty  precepts  fiom  your  bread  erafe. 

CL4  VVhea 
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Vv'lien  firfl  you  fee  again  your  native  Ihore, 

Chnngc  the  black  fignal  which  your  vefTcl  wore. 

And  in  its  room  Jet  peaceful  wliite  arife, 

A  ciiftant  omen  to  my  joyful  eyes  !" 

To  keep  the  words  the  vouth  in  vain  defign'd. 

They  Tied  infenfiblv  and  left  his  mind  ; 

So  fleecy  clouds,  that  on  fome  mount  appear, 

Mek  bv  degrees,  and  vanifii  into  air. 

Op.  a  high  rock  that  beetles  o'er  the  flood, 

With  d.^ily  care  the  penfive  father  flood  ; 

And  when  lie  faw  impatient  from  afar 

The  fatal  fignal  floating  in  the  air, 

Thinking  his  Thefeus  was  untimely  flain. 
He  railily  plung'd  himfelf  beneath  the  m.ain. 

The  fon  now  fatfers  in  the  father's  fate. 
And  feels  thofe  forrows  which  he  gave  fo  late, 
Vv'hen  on  ilie  Ihore  he  left  the  nymph  to  mourn 
Her  love  rejefted,  and  her  hopes  forlorn; 
To  her  relief  the  blooming  Bacchus  ran. 
And  with  him  brought  his  ever  jovial  train. 
Satyrs  and  Fawns  in  wanton  dances  ftrove, 
While  the  God  fought  his  Ariadne's  love. 
Around  in  Vv'ild  diflorted  airs  they  fly. 
And  make  the  mountains  echo  to  their  cry. 
Some  brandifh  high  an  ivy-woven  fpear. 
The  limbs  fome  fcatter  of  a  viftim  fleer. 
Others  in  flippery  folds  of  ferpents  (hine, 
Others  apart  perform  the  rites  divine 
To  wicked  men  denied.     Thefe  tabors  take, 
Thefe  in  their  hands  the  tinkling  cyn^bal  fhakc  ; 

WhHo 


I 
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While  manv  Kvcil  the  horn  in  hoarier  llrain. 
And  make  the  (hrill  difcoidanc  ])ipe  complain. 
Thus  the  whole  Ifle  in  -rural  pUafure  fmil'd. 
Their  dances  artlefs,  and  the.r  mulic  uild  j 
Yer  did  it  ali  in  iiappy  concert  meet, 
Gay  the  confufion,  and  the  difcord  fweet. 
But  Bacchus,  now  enamour'd  with  his  prize, 
Refolv'd  to  make  her  partner  ot  the  Ikies. 
She  fweecly  blufliing  yielded  to  the  God, 
His  car  he  mounted,  and  fublimcly  rode  ; 
And,  while  with  eager  arms  he  grafp'd  the  fair, 
Lafli'd  his  fleet  tigers  through  the  buxom  air. 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    A    YOUNG    BRlDS. 

B     Y        M    R.        W    HALEY. 

TTTHEN  youthful  charms  are  hlafted  in  ti.eir  bloom, 

And  wit  and  heautv  fmk  into  the  tomb, 
'Tis  juH:  for  every  friendly  heart  to  fhare 
The  father's  anguifh,  and  the  hufband's  care  j 
Then  let  none  wonder  at  a  Granger's  fighs. 
And  tears  that  flow  from  fymparhetic  eyes  j 
So  great  a  lofs,  unknown  to  all  relief, 
Claims  the  free  gift  of  univeifal  grief. 

Oh  !   fate  fevere  !   when  piety  can't  fave 
The  deftin'd  fair- one,  from  the  ciuol  grave  ? 
She,  in  whom  Nature's  nobleft  gifts  combin'd, 
A  graceful  perfon  and  a  lovely  mind, 
In  all  the  pride  of  youth  refign'd  her  breath. 
An  early  victim  to  devouring  death. 

Hence 
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Hence  learn,  ye  fair,  nor  coo  much  prize  your  cliarmsj 

None  can  rehil  this  gioomy  tyrant's  anris. 

How  ihould  vain  beauty  hope  his  wrath  to  ftay, 

When  fuch  tranfcendent  goodnefs  tell  a  prey  ! 

See.  each  revolving  fan,  iome  iucklen  blow 

Gives  a  new  triumph  to  tli'  infultiiig  foe. 

Where  's  then  the  fljape  fo  exiiuihtclv  true  r 

The  fnovyy  brightnefs,  and  veimiiiion  hue  ? 

When  ruef.;l  Death  has  once  a  concjutfl  made. 

The  li'ies  wither,  and  the  rofcs  fa^lc  : 

Fro-n  the  pale  face  the  laughing  Graces  fly, 

A-r.d  Loves,  that  wanron'd  in  the  fpaikling  eve. 

But  confcious  Virtue  fcorns  his  Jliort-liv'd  pov/.r, 

Our  only  fuccour  in  the  fatal  hour : 

This  cahn'd  each  tenor,  and  remov'd  eacli  fear, 

From  the  fair  faint,  her  dilTolution  near. 

She,  when  Death  call'd,  attended  undiimay'd. 

And  the  quick  fummolis  chearfully  obey'd, 

With  patience  underwent  the  bitter  ftrife, 

The  laft  bed  duty  of  a  wcll-fpcnt  life. 

So  may  the  gayeft  at  the  park  or  play 

Be  bv  to-morrovv's  dav.ning  inatch'd  away, 

And  from  the  fprightly  ball  or  mafouerade. 

Sleep  in  the  marble's  cold  embraces  laid. 

For  foon  or  late  at  tiie  appointed  day 

We  all  muft  tread  this  melancliotv  way. 

Then  happy  thev,  who  quit  tnis  irkfome  ftate. 

Ere  they  know  Vice,  or  feel  the  dorms  of  Fate. 

Such  this  bright  pattern  in  the  bloom  of  age 

Left  all  the  tumults  of  this  mortal  ftage  j 

And 
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And  though  fo  fiiort  lier  tlwelling  was  wiih  man, 
With  ample  virtues  hll'd  her  narrow  fpan. 
Why  Ihec!  we  then  unprotitahle  tears, 
For  one  fo  old  in  works,  though  green  in  \-ears  ? 
Lament  the  Unner's  fhort-liv'd  date,  betimes 
Snatch'd  in  the  Mav-dav  of  his  blooming  crimes; 
Whofe  un repented  follies  well  might  bear 
Ages  and  lighs  and  penitential  prayer. 
Who  knows  what  evils  Fortune  had  in  ftore, 
Had  Heaven  not  fent  her  to  a  fater  fhore  ? 
In  Death  we  find  a  haven  luU'd  in  peace, 
Where  the  winds  deaden,  and  the  tenipefrs  ceafc. 
Here  llie  enjoys,  from  trouble  ever  free, 
The  unmov'd  calmnefs  of  a  fummer's  fea. 
Here  malice  fleeps,  the  lying  tongue  is  fl;ill, 
No  envious  power  to  thwart  her  pious  will. 
Add  thofe  precarious  ills  that  Ihe  has  fled, 
By  a  quick  pallage  to  the  filent  dead; 
Diftempers  rifing  from  fallacious  food. 
And  poifons  lurking  in  the  tainred  blood; 
The  flow  confumption  and  rheumatic  pains, 
The  fever  raging  in  the  throbbing  veins  ; 
Then  render  thanks  to  Heaven,  that  let  her  go 
So  young,  fo  virtuous,  trom  a  ftate  of  woe. 


O  N 
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ON   A  WASP'S  SETTLIXn  ON  DELIA'S  ARM. 
BY        MR.        WHALE    Y. 
'0\V  fu'cetly  carelef;  Delia  iccms  ! 
Her  innocence  can  tear  no  harm, 
While  roun(i  th'  envenoni'ti  infect  ikini!. 
Then  fctclcs  on  her  fnowv  arm. 

Ye  fluttering  !)caux  and  fpiteful  barc'.s. 

To  vou  this  moral  true  1  hn^ ; 
Scnfe  join'd  to  Virtue  ciifrcgardb 

Both  Folly's  buzz,  and  Satire's  fling. 

LOOKING     ON     A    TOMB-STONE. 
BY      THE      SAME. 

THE     INTERRED     SPEAKS. 
A  ND  (o  with  look  inquifitive  vou  mufe 
*^  ■*-  On  the  cold  earth  that  clofe  invirons  me, 
Pleas'd  that  thyfelF  art  free  —  but  ah  !   how  long 
Who  knows,  when  he  who  rais'd  thee  into  being, 
May  check  his  mighty  voice  —  his  voice,  thy  frame 
Solely  fupporting,  and  permit  the  duft 
Again  into  its  moulder'd  ilate  to  drop  ! 
Yet  not  for  aught  tiiat  Power  Almighty  can, 
Or  human  imbecillity  can  not, 
Doth  the  fool-wicked  flop  his  wild  career. 
But  boldly  impious  pufhes  ftill  his  courfe, 
Till  Death,  the  laft  dread  monitor,  intrudes. 
Away,  re  Dent,  and  be  for  ever  wife  ! 

1  ON 
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THE    HUSBAND    OF    AN    UGLY    WIFE. 
FROM      JOHANNES      SECUNDUS. 

B  Y     M  R.    W  HALEY. 

'XT'OUR  wife  's  poircft  of  fuch  a  face  and  mind, 
-*■    So  charming  that,  and  this  fb  fofc  and  kind. 
So  fmoorh  her  fmchead,  and  her  voice  fo  fweer, 
Her  words  fo  render,  and  her  drefs  lo  nea  • 
T::?.z  would  kind  Heaven,  wh.ence  man  all  good  derives, 
"in  wonthMUs  bountv  fend  me  three  fuch  wives, 
Deai"  iiappy  hufband,  take  it  on  my  word, 
1  'd  give  the  D 1  two,  to  take  the  third. 

e 

T  I  B  U  L  L  U  S,  BOOK  I.  ELEGY  t 

BY   THE   SAME. 

T    E  T  numerous  acres  others  hopes  emplov, 
-•^  Let  heaps  of  iioarded  gold  give  ethers  jov 


Whom  ncighlmuring  Fear  for  ever  keeps  awake, 

Gr  whofe  fhort  fiumijers  early  trumpets  break  j 

Let  eafe,  by  poveity  negor,  be  mine. 

While  on  my  hearth  the  fcanty  faggots  fhine. 

And  my  own  hand  fets  down  the  fwcUing  vine. 

Let  but  each  year  afford  me  frelh  fupplies, 

And  faithful  to  my  hopes  my  crops  arife  ; 

For  to  each  ftock  or  fione  I  bend  my  brow. 

That  bears  the  hallow'd,  though  negledlcd,  bough  ; 

And 
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And  the  firfl  fruit  with  which  my  branches  nod 

Falls  ever  facred  to  the  rural  God. 

ISJor  be  the  gift  to  Ceres'  temple  fmall, 

But  tlie  full  fheaf  hang  trembling  on  the  \vall< 

And  in  the  garden  let  Priapus  frand, 

To  fcare  the  birds  with  his  red  threatening  wand. 

Ye  too,  once  guardians  of  a  happier  plain, 

Kow  fcarce  employ'd  to  watch  my  fmall  domai 

Ye  Lares,  yet  ve  (haW  your  rites  obtain. 

Then  the  fat  calf  before  your  altars  bled. 

Suffice  it  now  that  the  lamb's  blood  b^  (hcd 

An  ample  viitim  from  my  lelTen'd  mead. 

The  lamb,  round  whom  the  ruftic  lad  and  lafs 

Shall  brilklv  trip  it  o'er  th' 

And  lo  !  ^ere-i,  Hng,  and  crown  the  fparkling  gl 

Content  I  live  now  on  the  humble  plain, 

Kor  envv  toilfome  riches  got  with  pain  ; 

While  the  palm  guards  me  from  the  dog-ftar's  heat. 

And  the  cool  dream  runs  murmuring  at  my  feut. 

Without  a  blulh  I  oft  bear  hom.e  the  lamb. 

Shivering  and  cold,  forfaken  of  its  dam; 

Nor  fometimes  fcorn  to  hold  the  ploughman's  rein, 

And  force  the  oxen  through  the  flubborn  plain. 

Oh  !  fpare,  ve  wolves,  and  thieves,  my  little  (tock, 

Your  appetites  re(|uire  the  rich  man's  flock. 

To  Ihepiierd  Pan  I  facrifice  each  year, 

And  the  next  (lirine  to  peaceful  Pales  rear. 

On  humble  tables  ferv'd,  and  earthen  ware  : 

On  earthen  ware,  fuch  was  the  ancients'  way, 

And  fuch  thev  fafhion'd  oft  the  yielding  clay. 

i'  '  I  afK: 


lin,  > 
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he  ruftic  lad  and  lals  "^ 

i'  unbending  grafs,  > 

crown  the  fparkling  glafs.    J 
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T  "fk  nor  goUi  nor  filver  on  my  board, 

Nor  harns  with  corn  by  tbrifry  grandfires  fior'd  ; 

> :  mv  fmail  tabic  be  hut  neatlv  fpread, 
.'ind  give  me,  Gods,  a  clean,  though  homely  bed  ; 
Anct  in  mv  arms  when  charming  Delia  lies, 
Let  the  Tea  roar,  and  bluHering  winds  aii  e, 
Her  brearts  my  port,  mv  guardian  fiars  her  eves. 
I  !o\v  fweet  thofe  furious  blafts  and  tcmpefls  prove, 
That  make  cch  kif-^  come  warmer  from  mv  love  ! 
How  do  thick  Ibowcrs  improve  mv  filenr  jov. 
And  aiii  tiie  deep  thev  threaten  to  deOrov  ! 
This  be  my  fate. — Wealth v  the  wretch  Ihould  be 
That  bears  tb.e  wind,  and  rain,  and  raging  fea. 
Rather  be  loll  all  v.'er.l:h;    all  India  burn. 
Than  anv  nvmph  fhould  for  mv  abfencc  mourn. 
In  dreadful  war  let  great  Meliala  iiiine. 
And  on  the  !ar.d  or  main  his  batrles  join  ; 
Me  the  'oft  fair  a2:reeiblv  detains, 
A  csptive  bled,  I  triumph  in  her  chains. 
'Ihce  only,  Dtlia,  thee  I  fcek,  not  fame, 
To  live  with  thee  I  11  bear  a  coward's  name, 
]N!av  I  tliy  face  in  mv  lall  hour  beb.old  ! 
Mi'y  I  thy  hand  with  d'ving  farewcl  hold  • 
1  hou  'It  weep  and  place  me,  Delia,  on  the  pyre, 
And  with  thy  tears  a  while  retard  the  hre  : 
Thou  'It  weep,  I  know  thy  gentle  foul,  ray  fair. 
No  fenfelefs  fteel,  no  rugged  flint  dwells  there. 
From  that  fad  dirge  no  youth  unmov'd  fhall  go. 
No  nymph  net  bear  away  a  friendly  woe. 

But 
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But  rrod-T?.te  then  thv  forrovv,  oh  my  fair. 

Nor  Ibikc  in  grist  thv  fvvelling  breads,  nor  dare 

To  violate  rhy  clieeks  or  flowing;  hair. 

Come  thc-.i,  let 's  fport,  my  Delia,  while  vvc  may, 

Our  iiours,  though  unohfcrv'd,  fly  fwift  away, 

And  lore  and  revels  ill  become  the  grev- 

Gay  fportive  Venus  now  demands  our  time, 

While  blood  flows  warm,  and  yourh  is  in  its  prime; 

While  in  the  dance  unbluHiing  we  appear, 

Or  o'er  the  flowinj^  bowl  the  lifmt^  morning  cheer. 

A  foldier  brave,  or  captain,  here  I  fland, 

Here  fight  vvirh  plcafure,  here  with  pride  command. 

Far  off,  ye  drums  and  trumpets,  bear  vour  founds, 

And  give  Ambition  what  it  wifnes,  wouncis  j 

Give  it  wealth  too  —  bieft  with  mv  little  ftorc, 

Secure  in  competence,  I  afk  no  more 

Than  to  fcorn  weaich,  and  no:  be  counted  poor. 

TIBULLUS,     book:    IV.      ELEGY 

B   Y      M   R.      W   HALE   Y. 

/^^  RE  AT  Mars,  f .  e  Delia  bowing  at  thy  fiirine  ; 
^^   To  gaze  on  her,  Ic:  ve.  l.ave  thv  feats  divine  ; 
Not  Venus  felt  can  blame  thee,  vet  beware, 
Left,  as  you  gaze,  you  drop  ihe  threatening  fpear, 
And  the  foft  Maid  fubdue  the  God  of  U'ar. 
In  her  bright  eye  Love  lights  his  double  tire, 
When  he  would  fill  immortals  with  defire. 
Whate'er  flie  does,  where'er  her  feer  fr>t:  turns, 
Grace  lurks  beneath  her  Heps,  and  every  a£l  adorns. 


} 
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Hgw  8:racefal  flows  lier  loofe  difhevel'd  hairl 

Nor  lefs  the  tvvifted  locks  become  the  Fair. 

She  fires  if  purple  veftments  round  her  flow. 

She  fires  in  garments  emulating  fnow. 

Thus  decks  Vertumnus  the  celeftial  hall, 

Grac'd  with  a  thoufand  robes,  and  adding  grace  to  all, 

TIBULLUS,    BOOK    IV.    ELEGY    IIL 

BY       MR.      W  HALEY. 
-« 
'\7"E  furious  boars,  that  haunt  the  fhady  grove 
Or  dreary  plain,  O  fpare  my  youthful  love. 
Nor  whet  your  tuflcs  againft  ray  charming  boy  ; 
Thou,  Cupid,  guard  him  for  Sulpicia's  joy. 
The  love  of  fport  has  borne  him  far  away : 
Perifh,  ye  dogs  !    ye  forefts,  al!  decay  ! 
Is  it  not  madnefs  o'er  tlie  hills  to  rc-am, 
And  bring  thy  tender  hands  ^11  mangled  home  ? 
Can  it  be  fweet  to  pierce  the  thorny  wood. 
And  (lain  thv  beauteous  legs  with  flarting  blood  ? 
Yef,  might  I  my  Cerinthub'  plcafures  lliare, 
Nor  hills,  nor  woods,  nor  thorns,  nor  wounds,  I  'd  fear. 
Careful  I'd  fcarch  the  itag's  uncertain  way, 
And  loofe  the  eager  dog  U|X)n  his  prey  ; 
Tlien,  then  the  woods  fhould  truly  pleafant  prove, 
Ev'n  'mid  the  toils  I  'd  grafp  my  manly  lov€; 
And  the  rough  boar  fliould  pafs  unheeded  by, 
His  fafety  owing  to  our  thoughtlefs  joy. 

But  tliough  thy  fports,  my  love,  exceed  my  charms. 
Oh  !  take  no  other  mifirefs  to  thy  arms  I 

Vol.  VL  r'  At 
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At  Dian's  fiirine  his  vows  the  fportfman  pay$j 

•Chafte  then,  like  hers,  for  ever  be  thy  vvavs. 

And  oh  !   if  anv  fliamelefs  nymph  {hall  dare 

Joys,  due  to  me  alone,  by  flealth  to  fliare. 

Her  guilty  limbs  may  hungry  tigers  tear  ! 

Btrt  come,  my  love,  mv  charmer,  come  avvav, 

1\i  others  gladly  leave  the  rural  prev  ; 

To  others  leave  the  dufty  dangerous  fitld, 

More  joy  the  narrow  fpacc  of  thelc  fond  arms  can  yield. 

THE   .LOVER'S    CHARM.    BY    MR.   S. 

FROM      THE      GROVE. 

nr^OSS  thrice  thefe  oaken  afhes  in  the  air, 

And  three  times  three  tie  up  this  true  love's-knot, 
Three  times  fit  down  in  tliis  enchanted  chair, 

Thrice  murmur  low,  "  She  will,  or  Ihe  will  not.'* 

Go,  burn  thefe  poifonous  weeds  in  yon  blue  fire, 
This  cyprefs,  gathcr'd  at  a  dead  man's  grave  ; 

Thefe  fc'.eech-owl  f;;3thers,  and  this  prickly  b.iar. 
That  all  thv  thorny  cares  an  end  may  have. 

Then  come,  ye  Fairies,  dance  with  me  around, 
Dance  in  this  circle,  be  mv  love  the  centre  ; 

Meiodiouflv  breathe  out  a  charming  found, 

Mtlt  her  hard  heart,  that  fome  remoife  may  enter. 

In  vain  are  all  the  charms  T  can  devife» 

¥ov  Ci'lia  ftraighu  can  break  them  with  her  eyes. 


T  O 
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TO        THE         KING*. 

BY     THOMAS     FLETCHER  f,     B.  A, 

FELLOW  OF  NEW  COLLEGE,  OXFORD. 

O  reft,  no  leifure,  to  the  breathlefs  Mufe, 
No  rcfpire,  mighty  Monarch,  you  allow  j 
As  it  your  conquefts  might  be  fung  by  us 

With  as  much  eafe  as  they  are  gain'd  by  you. 
But  where,  ah  '    where  's  that  (inewy  fon  of  Wit, 

Who  can  (ufficient  ftrength  for  verfe  fupply. 
If  each  bold  foe  fre(h  triumphs  mufl:  beget, 

And  you  fubdue  as  fad  as  thty  can  fly  ? 
If  to  eacii  vanqui(h'd  realm  a  verfe  be  due 

(And  fure  a  vanquifli'd  realm  deferves  no  lefs% 
The  Nine  muft  yield  themfelies  o'er-power'd  too? 
And  but  by  filence  publifn  your  fuccefs. 

Methinks 

*  William  the  Third.     D. 

•f-  Alfo  polTefled  of  the  donative  of  Fairfield,  Somerfet. 
He  publilhtd  in  1692  (when  B.  A.)  a  fmall  volume  of 
**  Poems  on  feveral  Occasions,  and  Tranflations  ;  wherein  the 
*'  firft  and  fecoiid  Books  of  Virgil's  ^neis  are  attempted  in 
•<  Englilh  ;"  from  v/hich  the  above  Is  feleftcd.  He  was  af- 
terwards fecond  mafter  of  Winchefter  fchool.  He  had  three 
fons;  viz.  i.  Thomas,  D.  D.  fellow  ot  All-Souls  College, 
Oxford,  v/ho,  going  as  chaplain  to  Ireland  with  the  third 
duke  of  Devoiilhire  in  1737,  was  appointed  dean  of  Down, 
and  afterv.ards  fuccelfively  advanced  to  the  bifhoprlcks  of 
Dromore  and  Kildart-.  He  died  at  Dublin  in  1761. — . 
2.  Philip,  M.  A.  ftiio»v  of  New-College,  Oxford,  and  mi- 
R  2  na^tr 
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Wethinks  with  eafe  and  plcafure  we  could  pay 

To  your  great  name  a  ycarlv  tax  of  wit : 
"But,  ah  !    who  knows  what  years  to  come  may  he? 

Alas  !    there  's  a  whole  world  unconquer'd  yet. 
When,  difentangled  from  domeflic  war, 

The  full  (Irength  df  your  arm  (lull  there  be  fliown^  ' 
Wh-re  our  third  Edward,  and  tifth  Henry  where? 

You,  greater  hero,  have  more  wonders  done  ! 
Then  monthly,  daily  conquefts  muft  engage 

Our  pens,  till  all  the  fund  Oi  wit  be  fpent, 
Till  we  Ijt  dumb,  and,  like  impoverifli'd  age, 

In  vain  our  paft  extravagance  repent. 
Accept  tlien,  happv  Prince,  our  grateful  praife. 

For  mighty  deeds  which  you  alone  could  do ; 
Accept  the  only  trophies  we  can  raife 

Por  dangers  you  alone  could  undergo  : 

nlftcr  of  Rumford  in  EflTex,  -where  he  kept  a  private  fchool, 
and  had  the  honour  of  educating  lords  Frederick  and  John 
Cavendilh,  Sir  Charles  Greiham,  &c.  till  promoted  by  his 
brother  in  Ireland  to  the  rreafurcrihip  of  Dromore,  to  which 
afterwards  was  added  the  deanry  of  Kildare.  He  died  in 
2765.  Three  or  four  of  his  poetical  pieces  ihall  be  inferted  ; 
and  "  Nature  and  Fortune,"  in  the  third  volume  of  DodOcy's 
CoIie£tion,  we  are  alTured,  was  by  him. —  And  3.  Wil- 
liam, LL.D,  alfo  fellow  of  New  College,  and  mafter  of  the 
ichool  there,  who  was  preferred  in  Ireland  to  the  reftory  of 
■St.  Mary's,  Dublin,  and  on  his  brother  Philip's  death  was 
•alfo  chofen  dean  of  Kildare.  He  died  in  1771.  A  poflhu- 
-mous  volume  of  his  Sermons  was  publiihed  at  DubUn,  for  the 
iieuefit  of  his  widow.     D, 

a  Witnefs 
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Witnefs  that  dreadful,  yet  that  lucky  day. 

When  random  deaths  undrer.ded  round  you  flew. 
When  one  bold  ruffian-fhor,  as  through  the  iky 

It  took  its  flieht,  durH:  aim  itfelf  at  you. 
But  the  wing'd  fate  your  guardian  angel  faw,. 

And  with  officious  hafte  he  put  it  by, 
Yet  let  a  eentk  flroke*  the  dnnger  fhew. 

Left  the  kind  office  fhouid  unlieeded  die. 
Soon  as  the  difmal  chance  was  vvhifper'd  round, 

The  legions  trembling  ftood,  and  fcarce  drew  breativ 
As  if  the  army  had  receiv'd  a  wound, 

And  from  your  bruife  each  man  had  ffcar'd  his  death. 
F.ite  in  all  other  fhapes  they  could  defpife, 

(To  kill  and  die  their  pleafure  and  their  trade); 
Bur  now  their  fouls  unufual  horrors  feize, 

Death,  their  great  mafter,  in  this  form  they  dread- 
But  when  next  morn  you  led  tl>em  forth  to  light, 

Fearlefs  and  chearful  march'd  th'  embattled  hoft^ 
Refolv'd  that  ilaughter'd  enemies,  ere  nighr. 

Should  pay  large  inrerefl  for  the  blood  you  lofl:.. 
But  what  bold  Mufe  fiiall  fmg  that  glorious  dav. 

When,  led  by  Fame  through  Boyne's  rebellious  flooc?^ 

■•*  On  the  fame  occafion  arcl-ibiihop  Tiliotfcn,.  taking  no- 
tice, in  a  fermcn,  of  Lewis  the  Fourteenth's  unprincelv 
manner  of  infulting  over  King  William  when  he  bf-lieved 
him  to  have  been  fiain,.  obferved,.  that  "  no  mortat-man  ever 
**  had  his  fnoulder  fo  iind/y  irjjed  by  a  cannon  bullet."  A 
piece  of  falfe  eloquence,  which,  though  not  ufua-l'  in  his 
Grace's  v/ritings,  gave  Dr.  South,  no  friend  to  him  or  his- 
memory,  the  advantage  of  animadverring  opon  it- as  a  fcci<U-r 
Jhain  of  rbctQrii*     D» 

B.  3  •     Thoug!^ 
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Though  foes  and  nature  did  obftrucl  your  way, 

Ev'n  foes  and  nature  you  at  once  fubdued? 
Tliefe  rival  nations  from  your  royal  breath, 

Dreading  repulfe,  did  wounds  and  dangers  crave; 
From  you  each  begg'd  the  foremoft  place  in  death, 

And  almoft  envy'd  foes  the  wounds  they  gave. 
In  vain  they  begg'd ;  you  chofe  yourfclf,  and  led 

The  glowing  troops  vvbere  thi^kefl:  dangers  lay  j 
The  doubtful  enemy  half  fought,  half  fled, 

Alham'd  to  live,  and  yet  afraid  to  die. 
O  !  what  a  fcene  of  blood  did  then  appear  ! 

Death  too  that  day  a  mighty  concjueft  gain'd  ; 
Thick  widovv'd  fouls  fled  trembling  through  the  air, 

As  if  another  death  behind  remain'd. 
Malicious  fpirits  throng'd  the  upper  air. 

Their  noftrils  with  fat  fleams  of  blood  to  feaft; 
The  King  of  Terrors  reign'd  unqueflion'd  there, 

Merc  carcafes  his  fettled  power  confeft. 
But  here  did  Fate  its  work  unfinifh'd  fhow, 

Imperfe6V  life  lay  llruggling  through  the  wound  j 
The  groaning  foul  curs'd  the  too  gentle  foe, 

The  body  fpurn'd,  and  champ'd  the  purple  ground. 
Let  others  hng  how  you  with  angry  haile 

Purfued  your  conqueft  o'er  the  bloody  plain  ; 
Purfued  as  long  as  rage  and  day  did  laft, 

As  long  as  foes  were  found  who  dar'd  be  flain. 
Stay  thou,  my  Mufe,  and  drop  a  pious  tear 

Where  by  bold  hands  the  aged  General*  lies  ; 

*  Frecfe.lck  duke  of  Schomberg,  killed  July  i,  1690.  He 
was  buried  in  Saint  Patrick's  cathedral ;  and  honoured  with 
an  epitaph  by  Swift.    See  Englilh  Poets,  vol.  XL.  p.  225.    N. 

Thert 
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Tliere  let  frefli  garlands  flouriHi  all  the  year. 

And  o'er  his  tomb  eternal  laurels  rife. 
The  aged  General,  who,  train'd-up  in  war, 

Grown  old  in  fights,  yet  none  fuccefslefs  knew; 
And  now  his  fall  indecent  would  appear, 

But  in  the  field,  and  when  viftorious  too* 
And  now  proceed  !   the  conquering  King  attend  j 

But  lo  !  he  's  gone  ;  like  lighrning  cuts  his  way  ; 
See  Fanrae  herfelf  lies  panting  far  behind, 

And  only  Conqueft  bears  him  company. 
Whither,  great  Prince,  ah  f  whither  would  vou  prefs  ? 

Stake  not  that  life  againft  a  worthlefs  foe, 
For  which  all  kingdoms  were  too  mean  a  price; 

England  has  all  fhe  afks,  while  fhe  has  you. 
Yet  you  for  us  uncertain  chances  prove, 

To  fame  through  toil  and  danger  force  your  way  § 
Thougl)  iiere  foft  eafe,  and  a  fond  people's  love, 

And  a  vet  fonder  Princcfs,  court  your  i\zy  ; 
A  Princefs,  worthy  partner  of  your  throne, 

No  ornanriental  burthen,  ufelcfs  pride  ; 
A  Princefs  you,  ev'n  warlike  you,  may  own, 

Wiio  can  your  ca'es,  as  well  as  joys,  divide. 
You  here  in  foft  vicarious  eafe  might  lit. 

And  dictate  battles  from  a  lazy  throne; 
You  by  vicarious  courage  might  grow  grear, 

And  crown  your  front  with  laurels  not  your  own. 
But  greatntfs  you  through  arduous  paths  purfue, 

You  fliare  in  danger,  as  in  fame,  require. 
And  fcarce  your  health  its  needful  care  allow  ; 

Your  people's  eafe  is  all  that  you  ddm, 

R  4  So 
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So  the  kind  Sun,  vvitk  never-ceafing  toil, 

Large  jourreys  takes,  its  blefllngs  to  difpenfe; 

But  the  dull  Earth  fits  idle  all  the  while. 
And  undifturb'd  enjoys  its  inftuence  *. 

THE  METAMORPHOSIS   OF   A  BEAU. 

IN        IMITATION       OF       OVID* 
BY     PHILIP      FLETCHER  f,     M.  A. 

FELLOW    OF    NEW    COLLEGE,    OXFORD. 

/^^LIA,  a  rural  nymph,  but  wondrous  fair, 
^^  Each  (hepherd's  wifli,  and  Venus'  cLiefcft  care^ 
For  fcornfui  Foplin^  felt  a  lover's  flame  ; 
But  what  Ihe  felt,  her  fex  forbad  to  name. 
If  fotidncfs  (much  as  modefl  nymphs  may  fhow)- 
Could  win  to  tender  love  a  fcornfui  beau  ; 
If  eyes  have  language  (and  I  've  heard  in  love 
The  fair-one's  eyes  have  eloquence  to  move); 
Ten  thoufand  times  fair  Caelia  fpoke  her  pain. 
Ten  thoufand  times  the  fair-one  fpoke  in  vain. 
But,  ah  !  how  hard  a  fcornfui  beau  to  move, 
When  courted  by  the  fair  to  tender  love  ! 
Fopling  with  pride  her  captive  beauty  view'd. 
Beauty  which  none  but  Fopling  e'er  withftood. 

*  This  may  be  poetry,  but  is  not  philofophv,  favouring 
more  of  the  Ptolemaic  than  the  Copernican  fyllem  :  as  we 
know,  vice  verfa,  that  the  Earth  "  takes  large  journeys,"^ 
and  the  Sun,  in  a  manner,  "  fits  idle."     D. 

-j*  Second  foa  of  the  former  writer,  afterwards  dean  o-f 
Kildare,  &c.     See  p.  2.43.     D, 

Full 
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Full  Well  he  knew  the  ardent  maid's  intent, 

And  what  thofe  eves,  and  what  that  fondnefs  meant  ; 

Ytt  could  tliat  fondnefs  and  thofc  eyes  behoW, 

Yet  be  perverfcly  dull,  unmov'd,  and  cold  : 

Till  thus  the  nvmph,  with  indignation  fir'd, 

Nor  more  by  rage  than  flighted  love  infpir'd^ 

In  angry  tone  rebuk'd  the  heedlcfs  bean, 

\V'ho  fuch  conrempt  for  fuch  a  nymph  could  fhow  s 

"  And  is  K  thus  you  treat  a  tender  maid. 
Is  thus  ray  fondnefs,  thus  my  love  repaid  } 
Obdurate  man  [  I  was  not  wont  to  fue, 
Nor  ever  knek  ro  any  fwain  but  you, 
No  ;   at  mv  feet  would  proflrate  Damon  lie. 
And  on  his  Ca^lia  gaze  witk  wifhful  eye  ; 
At  Cselia's  feet  has  fuppliant  Thyrfis  bow'd; 
And  gav  Damaetas,  'midfl  the  rival  crowd, 
Ador'd  fair  Crslia  as  a  power  divine. 
An  altar  rais'd,  and  call'd  it  Caelia's  (hrine. 
Thus  reign'd  I  long  the  m.iftrefs  of  the  plain, 
Envy'd  bv  nymphs,  and  lov'd  by  every  fwain  ; 
Till,  moll  ungrateful,  but  refifilefs  man  I 
From  feeing  thee,  my  harder  fate  began. 
A^nd  canfl:  tliou  flill  refufe  my  proffer'd  love? 
And  has  poor  Cselia  lofl:  her  art  to  move  r" 

Thus  fpoke  the  nymph  ;  and  thus,  with  ufual  pride 
And  ufual  fenfe,  the  Icornful  beau  reply'd  : 

"  What  babbling's  this  ? — impertinence  of  chat ! 
Of  love,  (brines,  fnepherds,  nymphs,  and  Gad  knows 

what  I 
Pr'vihee,    fond  girl,    give  o'er  this  odious  tale, 
Kor  think  thy  ruilic  charms  can  e'er  prevail. 

•What 
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What  fancies  to  the  mind  can  pride  impart' 
And  canft  thou  hope  to  win  Sir  Fophng's  heart  ? 
>Jo;  let  thy  Strephons  and  thy  Damons  die  ;  't 

Thou  may 'ft  be  wondrous  fair  in  Thyrfis'  eye,  > 

But,  for  a  beau  to  love  ! — In  faith,  not  L"  > 

He  faid  ;  and  rapt  his  box  with  fcornful  air, 
Turn'd  lightly  on  his  heel,  and  left  the  fair  ; 
Who  thus  in  tears  invok'd  the  Powers  above. 
But  moft  befought  the  gentle  Queen  of  Love. 
*'  Venus!  if  e'er  you  vievv'd  an  injur'd  maid, 
}f  pity  e'er  your  tender  breaft  eflay'd. 
At  length  attend  to  injur'd  Caelia's  prayer,  ^ 

By  inftant  death  remove  this  anxious  care,  v 

Or  puni(h  him  who  caus'd  my  fad  dcfpair.  J 

Peflrov  that  form,  ye  Gods,  whence  fprung  my  grief, 
And  let  revenge  fupply  fmcere  relief  !" 

Thus  ardent  pray'd  the  nymph,  nor  pray'd  in  vain ; 
The  Powers  of  Heaven  conient.     The  Paphian  queen 
Swift  to  her  aid  defcended  in  a  cloud, 
Which  might  from  mortal  ken  the  goddefs  fhroud  ; 
A  p')werful  phial  in  each  hand  fhe  bore, 
Charg'd  with  black  poifon  from  Cocytus'  ihore. 

Juft  then  Sir  Fopling  at  liis  mirror  flood. 
And  thus  befpoke  the  image  that  he  view'd  : 
•*  Sure  from  thofc  eyes  no  mortal  nymph  can  fly, 
Tlie  lucklefs  fair  that  views  them  once  mull  die. 
Thofe  lips,  that  (hape,  that  mien,  mufl:  furely  move, 
(If  e'er  Adonis  did)  the  Qu^een  of  Love." 

Venus  o'erheard  his  boaft  :  **  And,  for  thy  pride, 
This  inftant  iofc  that  boafted  form/'  ihe  cry'd  j 

"  Hence 
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*•  Hence  (if  a  goddcfs  may  aright  prefage) 
Pent  in  the  narrow  confines  of  a  cage, 
Thou,  by  whofe  pride  fo  many  nymphs  defpair, 
Shalt  live  the  toy,  rlie  pidime  of  the  fair." 

Quick  o'er  his  limbs  the  pov/erful  juice  flie  threw, 
As  quick  the  fudden  transformation  grew. 
At  firfl  how  ftartled  was  the  beau,  to  fee 
In  various  colours  glow  his  fmart  toupee  ! 
Fau  to  his  head  it  grew  j   and,  as  he  firove 
With  eager  arms  the  wonder  to  remove, 
To  pinions  chang'd  his  arms  (for  changV*  they  were) 
Bore  the  untliinking  Fopling  into  air. 
In  talons  lofl,  his  feet  forfake  the  ground, 
His  oval  face,  by  fudden  change,  grew  round. 
Juft  in  the  midft,  a  horny  beak  took  place, 
And  flood  the  crooked  gnomon  of  his  face : 
Quick  to  a  tail  his  length  of  ribbons  grew. 
But  in  the  tail  retain'd  their  various  hue. 
O'er  every  point  the  metamorphofe  ran, 
And  in  a  tawdry  parrot  hid  the  man. 

Thus  much  could  Venus  to  the  outward  frame  j 
His  pafiions  and  his  mind  are  ftill  the  fame  : 
Still  he  delights  in  emptinefs  of  (how, 
And  chatterb  full  by  rote  —  like  any  beau. 


7  N  S  P  I. 
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INSPIRATION.     ANACREONTIC^- 

B  Y     MR.     P.    F  L  E  T  C  H  E  R. 

A   S  late  in  penfive  mood  I  fate, 
■^  ^  And  dream'd  of  beauty  and  of  flate, 
A  fudden  pafllion  feiz'd  my  foul ; 
'Tvvas  Love  :    and  who  can  Love  control  ? 
With  furious  hafte  I  fnatch'd  the  pen, 
Hemm'd  twice — ftar'd  round — then  hemm'd  agaiaj. 
Rofe  from  niv  chair,  and  cut  a  caper. 
Threw  by  mv  gloves,  then  feiz'd  the  paper ; 
Sate  dovv-n  :    "  and  now,  ye  powers,"   faid  I, 
**  ' Tis  dune  :    far  hence,  j^e  vapours,  fly  j 
No  more  ihall  Melancholy  move, 
J  '11  write  of  Beauty  and  of  Love  : 
Venus  and  Hebe  fhall  attend. 
And  Cupid  l>e  my  dearefl  friend  ; 
Mad  from  this  inllant  will  I  be 
With  Beauty,  Love,  and  Poefy. 
But  fmce  to  all  the  fcribbling  throng, 
Before  each  Hard  begins  his  fong, 
*Tis  grown  an  univcifal  fafliion, 
To  beg  and  pray  for  infpiration. 
In  fuppliant  form  (as  Poets  do). 
To  thte,  Me'pomene,  1  fue  ; 
With  all  thy  flames  my  breaft  infpire. 
And  fill  me  with  poetic  fire. 
Fill  me  with  raptures  till  I  flrain, 
And  buiTi  Widi  love  at  every  vein." 

I  fpake  I 
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1  fpake  ;    and  thus  the  Mufe  reply'd, 
*'  To  me,  by  Fare,  that  power's  deny'd. 
If  in  fuch  cafe  you  hope  for  aid 
From  us,  you  quite  miftake  our  trade. 
You  Poets  make  no  other  ufes 
Of  us,  poor  girls,  you  call  your  Mufes, 
Than  juft,  when,  in  a  fcribbling  vein. 
You  fnatch  the  pencil  or  the  pen, 
With  honeft  care  to  guide  your  hand  j 
But  if  your  wit  be  at  a  ftand, 
Mifs  Jenny's*  cheeks,  and  lips,  and  eye. 
Can  more  than  all  we  Nine  fupply," 

3N    SOCIOS    SENIORES    COLL.   *v*^* 
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UAM  bene  potando  Seniores  Dsmona  fallunt ! 
Scilicet,  ill  ficcis  ambulat  iile  locis. 


PARAPHRASED   BY    MR.  P.   FLETCHER, 

TT^RINK,  fays  old  Sophift,  and  then  fear  no  evil, 
"^"^  'Tis  thus  alone  that  we  can  cheat  the  Devil : 
H^  ivalketh  through  dry  places  —  this  we  know, 
And  fo  keep  iMetting  wherefoe'er  we  go. 

'*'  Mifs  Jenny  Lambert,  afterwards  Mrs.  Head.    D, 
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TRUTH         AT        COURT. 

BY       MR.       P.      FLETCHER. 

"XTOVV  fie  upon't  !    quoth  Flatrery, 
-*"  ^    Thefe  are  bad  tiiDes  indeed  for  me, 
■Snurn'd  by  the  man,  and  in  the  place 
Where  lead  I  thought  to  meet  difgrace  : 
And  yet  I  faid  the  fineft  things  — 
'**  Thou  young,  but  righteous,  beft  of  king*;, 
Tliou  who— "abrupt  he  tuin'd  auay, 
And  with  an  air,  as  who  fhould  fay, 
"  Go  fliew  that  gentleman  the  door. 
And  never  let  me  fee  him  more." 
Shock'd,  I  withdrew — when,  to  enhance 
My  (hame,  I  flraightway  faw  advance. 
And  take  my  very  place,  torfooth, 
That  ftrange,  old-fa(hion'd  fellow,  Truth, 
O !  how  it  griev'd  my  heart  to  fee 
The  difference  made  'twixt  him  and  me  ! 
I  of  each  fanguine  hope  bereav'd, 
He  with  a  gracious  fmile  recciv'd  : 
And  yet— (or  greatly  I  mirtake) 
The  monarch  blufh'd  whene'er  HE  fpake  j 
For  he,  though  in  a  plainer  way, 
Said  every  thing  I  meant  to  fay  *. 
I   6x, 

*  The  fulfome  compliments  that  were  paid  his  prefcnt  ma- 
jefty,  at  his  accafTion,  by  fome  of  his  chaplains,  and  the  man- 
ner in  which  ihey  were  received,  occasioned  the  above.     D. 

1'  H  £ 
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THE    CAUSE    OF    INCONSTANCY*. 

:BY  sir  WILLIAM  YONGEf ,  ^BART.  K.B.  LL.D.  F.R.S. 

T  T  O  \V  have  I  heard  the  fair  lament 

-*-  -^^     Mens'  falfehood,  and  their  wretched  fate  ! 

Ho'.v  few  are  with  their  fpoufe  cowtent ! 

(.  r  conftanc  to  their  figliing  n^ate  ! 
How  feldom  fouls  helow  are  joinM, 

For  one  another  fram'd  above  ! 
How  feldom  pairs  of  hearts  we  find 

By  Heaven  ordain'd  for  mutual  love  ! 

Thus 

<p  This  poem  much  refembles  Dr.  Watts's  <'  Few  happy 
"  Matches,"  Englilh  Poets,  vol.  XLVI.  p.  217.  (except  that 
this  13  comic  and  that  ferious)  ;  on  which  the  iaft  Lord  Lyt- 
telton  has  fome  arch  remarks  in  one  of  his  letters.  Sir  Wil- 
liam Yonge  himfelf  experienced  the  inconftancy  of  one  of  his 
ladies,  and  had  a  divorce.     See  p.  256.     D. 

-f-  Sir  William  Yonge  was  reprcfentatlve  for  Honitor.,  in 
the  firft  parliament  called  by  King  George  I.  and  conf^antly 
ferved  in  the  houfe  of  commons  till  his  death.  On  the  fecond 
cf  July  17 17)  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  commiffioners  for 
taking,  examining,  and  Itating  the  debts  due  to  the  army. 
On  the  fecond  of  April  1724,  he  was  conflltuted  one  of  the 
lords  commiflioners  of  the  treafury,  in  which  commiflion  he 
continued  till  the  acceihon  of  his  late  Majefty  ;  and  was 
elected  one  of  the  knights-comnanions  of  the  Bath,  on  the 
revival  of  that  moft  honourable  order,  in  1 72 5.  On  the 
firft  of  June  1728,  he  was  made  one  of  the  commifiioners  of 
the  admiralty,  wherein  he  continued  till  May  11,  1730,  when 
•ke  was  again  made  one  of  the  commifiioners  of  the  treafury; 

and 
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Thus  mens'  inconflant  fouls  tliey  blame, 
For  want  of  knowledge,  or  of  tboughtj 

While  all  this  while  'tis  in  rhe  frame 
Of  both  our  bodies  lies  rhe  fault. 

When  Jove  had  made  tlils  little  ball 

For  four-legg'd  beafts  and  creeping  things, 

At  length  he  form'd,  to  govern  all, 
A  two-legg"d  creature  without  wings. 

Millions 

•  and  in  1735  "^'^^  ccnft  ituted  fccretary  at  war,  and  fworn  of 
his  Majefty's  moft  honourable  privy-council.  In  July  1739, 
he  was  appointed  cullos  rotulorum  of  the  county  of  Car- 
narvon ;  in  May  1746,  one  of  the  joint  vicc-treafurers  of 
Ireland  ;  and  the  fame  year  was  one  of  the  committee  of  the 
houfe  of  commons  for  managing  the  impeachment  agalnft 
iord  Lovat-;  in  1747,  he  was  elected  to  parliament  for  Bodmin 
and  Tiverton,  but  took  his  feat  for  the  latter.  He  was  alfo 
Tanger  of  Hampton  Court.  He  firft  married  Mary,  daughter 
t)f  Samtiel  Heathcote,  of  Hackney  in  the  county  of  Mid- 
dlelcx,  Efq.  from  whom  he  was  divorced,  without  iffue  by 
her,  1724,  and  enabled,  by  acl  of  parliament,  to  marry  again. 
On  Sept.  14,  172.9,  he  married,  fccondly,  Anne,  daughter 
and  coheir  of  Thomas  Lord  Howard  of  Ethngham,  by  whom 
he  had  iffue  four  fons  and  fix  daughters.  He  died  Auguft  10, 
1755,  ^^'^  ^^^  fucceeded  in  title  and  eftate  by  his  fon,  Sir 
George  Yonge,  the  prefent  baroriet.  He  alliftcd  Roome  in 
writing  a  ballad  opera,  called  "  The  Jovial  Crew,"  acfted  at 
Brury  Lane  in  1731  ;  and  in  his  political  character,  if  he 
^id  not  poffefs  the  firft-rate  abilities,  he  was  conlidered  as  an 
vifeful  man  by  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  with  whom  he  was 
llri£lly  united.  The  late  Lord  Chefterfield,  who  feems  to 
have  had  feme  prejudice  againft  him,  reprcfeiits  him  in  a 

very 
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Millions  of  thefe  he  made  at  once, 

To  fave  himfelf  all  future  trouble  ; 
And  men  and  women  for  the  nonce 

By  pairs,  like  tallies,  he  made  double. 

Then  from  Olympus'  dreadful  top, 

Well  Ihaken  in  a  bag  together, 
He  tofs'd  them  down,  and  let  them  drop 

Jult  as  it  pleas'd  the  wind  and  weather. 

Some  fell  in  Afia,  fome  in  Greece, 
In  England  fome,  and  Tome  in  Spain ; 

But  feldom  two  of  tlie  fame  piece 
In  the  fame  climate  met  again. 

Hence  men,  when  grown  in  riper  years. 
Remembering  this  their  former  making, 

Hunt  up  and  down  to  find  their  pairs  ; 
And  women  too  in  the  fame  taking. 

very  unfavourable  light.  In  the  273d  letter  to  his  fon,  he 
fays,  "  Sir  William  Yonge,  with  not  a  quarter  of  your 
*'  parts,  and  not  a  thoufandth  pare  of  your  knowledge,  has, 
*'  by  a  glibnefs  of  tongue  Singly,  raifed  himfelf  fucceffively 
*'  to  the  bell  employments  of  the  kingdom  :  he  has  been  lord 
*'  of  the  admiralty,  lord  of  the  treafury,  fecrctary  at  "vrar, 
*'  and  is  now  vice-treafurer  of  Ireland  ;  and  all  this,  with  a 
*'  molt  fiillied,  ^not  to  fay  blafted  character."  A  fon^  by- 
Sir  William  is  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  1736, 
p.  103  ;  but  the  fubject  renders  it  improper  to  be  Inferred 
here.  Thofe  by  Lady  Mary  Wortiey  Montagu  and  Sir 
William  Yonge,  In  the  fixth  volu.-ne  of  Mr.  Dodfley's  Col- 
U-dtiun,  are  well  knov.n,     N. 

Vol.  \i.  S  Some 
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Some  prove  too  Ihort,  and  fome  too  tall. 

This  is  too  big,  and  that  too  little  ; 
A  fault  they  're  fure  to  find  in  ?.ll  : 
Few  ever  tally  to  a  tittle. 

By  chance  a  pair  tnay  meet,  and  love. 
And  fpend  their  lives  in  blifs  together  : 

But  when- they  tumbled  from  above, 
It  mud  be  mighty  temperate  weather. 

From  hence  the  murmuring  fair  may  fee 
Mens'  hearts  are  not  to  blame  one  bit: 

Our  fouls  would  never  difagree, 
•If  once  our  bodies  did  but  fit. 

SIR    W.    YONGE    TO     A    LADY, 

=€N  HIS  RECEIVING  A  HURT  IN  ONE  OF  HIS  EYES. 

TTOW  vain  are  all  the  joys  of  man. 

By  nature  born  to  certain  forrow, 
Since  none,  not  ev'n  the  wifefi:,  can 
Infure  the  pleafuies- of  to-morrow! 

Thtfe  eyc'i,  fo  late  my  envied  boafl:, 

Bv  Caslia  priz'd  above  all  other, 
See  one,  aias  !   for  ever  lofl, 

Its  fellow  weeping  for  its  brother. 

Yet  dill  I  *m  bled,  wliile  one  remains 

To  view  my  lovely  Cselia's  beauty  j 
Her  looks  will  eafe  th'  acutefl:  pains, 

Vv'ith  tendered  love  and  chearful  duty. 

'Had 
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■.2-I:k1  I  for  her  in  battle  ftrove. 

The  fatal  blow  I  'd  met  with  pk-afure  ; 
And  fiilUto  prove  my  conftant  love, 

With  joy  1  'd  lofe  my  finglc  treafure. 
■Ev>,  then  the  beauties  of  her  mind 

Woul^l  amplv  bids  her  faithful  lover ; 
He  muTt  be  deaf,  as  well  as  ijlind, 

Who  can't  my  Csilia's  charms  difcover, 

Ev'n  then  I  'd  find  one  folifl  blifs, 

Vv'liich  Heaven  to  me  alons  difpenfes  ; 

Though,  deaf  and  blind,  her  balmv  klfs 
Would  raviili  the  remaining  fcnfcs. 

EPISTLE      TO      M  R.      H. 

BY      S   I   r"    W  I   L   L   I   A  M       Y   O   N   G   E. 

T  TNSKILL'D  in  Greek  or  Roman  tongue, 
^^    Which  words  are  Ihorc,  and  which  are  long, 
To  thee  thefe  home-fpun  lines  I  fend, 
Not  as  a  fcholar,  but  a  friend. 

Here  I  might  Ihew  from  wife  example. 
In  work  elaborate  and  ample, 
.That  Momer,  though  he  wrote  in  Greek, 
Wrote  what  his  mother  taught  hira  fpcak. 
Horace  and  Virgil's  learned  Latin 
Was  what,  when  boys,  they  us'd  to  prate  iu  : 
That  all  fam'd  Bards  (except  the  Dutch, 
If  ever  there  were  any  fuch) 
Have  writ  tlie  poems  they  excel  in 
:In  the  fame. tongue  chey  learu'd  to  fpell  in. 

S  2  To 
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To  thee  alone,  with  greatefl:  eafe, 
'Tis  granted  in  all  ways  to  pleafe, 
And,  by  a  gift  from  heaven  miraculous, 
All  linguas  are  to  thee  vernaculous  ; 
That  Horace  felf  had  fcarcely  known 
Thy  thoughts  or  language  from  his  own. 

Many  a  lad  returns  from  fchool, 
A  Latin,  Greek,  and  Hebrew  fool ; 
In  arts  and  knowledge  ftill  a  block, 
Though  deeply  fkill'd  in  Hie,  Hsc,  Hog. 
Heavy  they  tread  the  up-hill  way, 
O'er  craggy  rocks  and  foundering  clay. 
Till,  weary  with  their  road,  they  flop 
Juft  at  the  mountain's  lofty  top, 

Still  poring  on  the  barren  ground,    ^ 

View  not  the  beauteous  profpeft  round. 

Which  hid  behind  the  fummit  lies, 

Conceal'd  from  low  and  vulgar  eyes. 

And  which  alone  can  amply  pay 

The  toil  and  drudgery  of  the  way; 

From  hence  they  might  with  tranfport  view 

All  that  the  ancient  fages  knew, 

What  they  perform'd,  and  what  they  thought  j 

How  TuUy  fpoke,  and  Caefar  fought : 

While  manners  of  a  world  unknown 

Should  guide  their  youth,  and  form  their  own  c 

While  bright  examples  lead  to  fame, 

And  vicious  teach  to  fly  their  (hame. 
Yet  we  might  fpare  the  mighty  pains 

In  fearching  ancient  dark  remains. 

Since 
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Since  greater  worthies  rife  at  home, 
And  Britain  fcorns  to  yield  to  Rome. 

AuguftUb'  reign,  renown'd  for  peace, 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wealth's  ip.creai'e. 
No  more  we  envy,  while  our  land 
Is  doubly  blefl  from  George's  hand. 
Ammon's  fuccefs,  and  Csefar's  mind, 
To  form  viftorious  Marlborough  join'd  r 
Demofthenes'  and  Tully's  fame 
Muft  yield  to  VValpole's  greater  name  ; 
Faftion  and  Srrife,  to  hear  his  voice, 
Are  dumb,  and  ceafe  their  jarring  noife  ; 
Whole  fenates  bow  tiieir  yielding  mind?. 
Like  woods  before  thtfouthern  windi  .• 
Free  from  deceit  and  fervile  art, 
He  Ipeaks  the  diclares  of  his  heart ; 
His  tongue  enchants,  his  counfel  leaJs  t 
Peace  enters  firft,  and  Wealth  faccccrds  : 
His  virtue  's  through  the  land  confeft. 
While  thus  he  foo:i\s  us  to  be  blell:. 

If  to  new  fcenes  we  turn  our  visu*. 
And  learning,  arts,  and  wit  purfue. 
Oar  land  can  fuiniui  men  of  fan>e, 
T'  cchpfe  the  Greek,  and  P.oiT!an  name. 

Locke  n^.all  infirucl:  and  form  our  youth, 
And  teach  their  underftandingj  truiii  : 
Vice  fliall  look  pa!c,  and  Virtue  tlirive, 
Humanity  and  Friendfiiio  live, 
While  Addifon  our  morals  rule?, 
Afid  proves  all  villains  to  be  focis, 

S  3  Newton 
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Newton  fliall  lead  our  ravifh'd  fouls 
Through  Ijoundlcfs  worlds  beyond  the  poles  5-, 
From  ftar  to  liar  direft  our  way, 
As  certain,  and  as  fix'd  as  they. 
Examples  were  but  vain,. to  prove 
Our  nation's  boaft,  our  country's  love  i 
A  land  of  patriots,  brave  and  free, 
While  all  mankind  are  ilaves  but  we. 
To  what  a  height  true  wit  can  reach. 
Let  Waller  and  let  Congreve  te:\ch. 
And  if  we  needs  mult  write  by  rules, 
Without  th'  afTiflance  of  the  fchools. 
In  flowing  verfe,  and  lines  well  wroughtp. 
What  Horace,  what  Quintilian  thought,. 
(Join'd  with  a  little  mother- wit) 
RolcommoiT  and  our  Pope  have  writ. 

The  Fair,  who  bill  the  Mufe  infpire, 
Who  warm  the  heart,  and  tune  the  lyre, 
^Superior  to  all  former  dames, 
Inhkbit  now  the  banks  of  Thames. 
Th'  Egyptian  queen  the  ancients- boafl, 
For  whom  the  well-fought  world  was  lolT:,, 

T^'U  me,  dear  K ,  thou  canfl  tell, 

Thou  knowTt  the  dead  and  living  well, 
Could  .flie  her  naughty  charms  compare 
With  her,  who  reprefents  her  here  ? 
Old  Homer's  theme,  the  Grecian  dame. 
Who  fet  whole  nations  in  a  flame. 
No  more  had  been  tl.e  beauteous  prize, . 
Had  they  beheld  Layinia's  eyts  ; 

The. 
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Tlie  Greeks  for  her  alone  had  flrove, 
And  Paris  had  been  falfe  to  love. 

Thus  taught,  and  thus  infplr'd,  I  write 
What  friendlhip,  and  what  love  indite; 
Free  from  each  modern  witling's  vice, 
Envy,  and  flander,  flattery,  lies  : 
To  pleafe  our  pride,  or  gain  our  end, 
Each  jeft  Ihould  facrihce  a  friend  j 
While  one's  ill  nature  joins  to  praife 
What  t'other's  malice  dully  favs. 

In  peace  my  harmlefs  minutes  pafs 
'Twixt  bufinefs,  beauty,  and  a  glafs  ; 
Kor  want  I  aught  my  foul  to  chear, 
But  thee,  to  join  in  pleafures  here  : 
Thus  may  I  live  till  life  fhall  end, 
And  love  my  milYrefs,  country,  friend. 

A      PASTORAL      BALLAD. 

EY    CHARLES    HAMILTON    LORD    EIXNIXG^i. 

T^ID  ever  fwain  a  nymph  adore 
■*~'^  As  I  ungrateful  Nanny  do  ^ 
Was  ever  fliepherd's  heart  (o  fore  ?' 

Was  ever  broken  heart  fo  true  ? 
!My  eyes  are  fwell'd  with  tears  i   bu:  ihc 
Has  never  flied  a  tear  for  me. 

If 

*  Son  to  the  late  earl  of  Haddington,  and   father  of  the 
prefent  earl,  and  alfo  of  the  prefent  countefs    Stanhope.     To 
a  fine  underllanding,  iniproved  by  an  CACciient  education,  he 
S  4  joined  . 
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If  Nanny  call'd,  did  Robin  ftay. 

Or  linger  when  fhe  bid  me  run  ? 
She  only  had  the  word  to  fay, 

And  all  fiie  afk'd  was  quickly  done  : 
1  always  thought  on  her  ;   but  fhe 
^Voukl  ne'er  beftow  a  thought  on  me. 

To  let  her  cows  my  clover  taflc. 

Have  I  not  rofe  by  break  of  day  ? 
When  did  her  heifers  ever  faft, 

li  Robin  in  his  yard  had  hay? 
Though  to  my  fields  they  welcome  were, 
I  never  welcome  was  to  her  ! 

If  Nanny  ever  loft  a  fheep, 

I  chearfully  did  give  her^tvvo  : 
Did  not  her  lambs  in  fafety  deep 

Within  my  folds  in  froft  and  fnow  ? 
Have  they  not  there  from  cold  been  free? 
But  Nanny  flill  is  cold  to  me. 

ioined  all  the  engaging  qualities  of  the  heart ;  and,  had  he 
lived,  would  have  been  an  ornament  to  his  country.  A  ten- 
tier  conft'tution  threw  him  into  an  early  lingering  decay, 
and  the  fame  diftemper  that  robbed  England  of  her  Shaftef- 
bury,  deprived  her  fifter  nation  of  her  Binning,  and  at  the 
fame  place.  He  died  at  Naples,  Jan.  25,  1732-3,  regretted 
by  all  who  knew  him,  near  the  tomb  of  that  Roman  poet 
v;hcfe  writings  he  fo  highly  admired,  and  whofe  manners 
he  fo  nearly  copied,  leaving  his  father  not  long  to  furvlve 
his  lofs.  Another  poem  by  Lord  Binning,  intituled,  *'  The 
**  Duke  of  Argyle's  Levee,  fpoken  by  Col.  Chartres,"  may 
be  fecn  in  Gent.  Mag.   1740,  p.  87.     N. 

Whene'er 
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Whene'er  I  climb'd  our  orchard  trees, 
The  ripefl  fruit  was  kept  for  Nan  ; 

Oh,  how  thofe  hands  that  drown'd  her  bees 
Were  ftung,  I  '11  ne'er  forget  the  pain  ! 

Sweet  were  the  combs,  as  fweet  could  be  ; 

But  Nanny  ne'er  look'd  fweet  on  me. 

If  Nannv  to  the  well  did  come, 
'  Fwas  I  that  did  her  pitchers  fill  : 

Full  as  they  were  I  brought  them  home. 
Her  corn  I  carried  to  the  mill. 

iVly  back  did  bear  her  facks ;  but  fhe 

Would  never  bear  the  fight  of  me. 

To  Nanny's  poultry  oats  I  gave, 
I  'm  fure  they  a'ways  had  the  beft  r 

Within  this  week  her  pidgeons  have 
Eat  up  a  peck  of  peas  at  leaft. 

Her  little  pidgeons  kifs,  but  fhe 

Would  never  take  a  kifs  from  me. 

Muft  Robin  always  Nanny  woo  ? 

And  Nanny  ftill  on  Robin  frown  ? 
Alas  !   poor  wretch  !  what  fhall  I  do. 

If  Nanny  does  not  love  me  foon  ? 
If  no  relief  to  me  Ihe  '11  bring, 
I  '11  hang  me  in  her  apron-ftring. 


A     L  E  T 
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A      LETTER      TO      A      FRIEND^ 

TRANSLATED    FROM    THE    LATIN, 

BEING  THE  CHARACTER  OF  A  TOWN  LIFE, 

FROM       FENTON's       COLLECTION. 

A  T  lad  the  grateful  Mufe  prefu^es  to  fend" 
■^^   A  prefent  to  her  patron  and  her  friend  : 
And,  that  the  prefcnt  might  be  fure  to  pleafe,. 
She  fends  it  cloath'd  in  a  poetic  drefs  : 
Satire  infpires,  and  flie  attempts  to  foar. 
As  daunrlefs  as  old  Dryden  did  before^ 
For  who  can  fit  to  fee  a  modern  fcene, 
Or  if  he  fits,  not  almoil  burft  with  fpleen  ? 
How  can  he  bear  the  novices  of  rhyme, 
Who  murther  fenfe  in  vile  ungodly  chime. 
That  once  has  tafted  what  the  ancients  wrote, 
How  vafl  their  genius,  how  fublime  their  thought^. 
Where  perfect  beauty  charms  in  every  line, 
Where  every  fingle  letter  founds  divine? 
Tell  me,  if  when  you  read  great  Dryden  o'er. 
Or  fcarch  the  riches  of  Rofcommon's  Itore, 
Do  vou  not  feel  fuch  tranfport  in  your  mind. 
As  if  all  human  caies  were  call  behind  ? 
Have  not  thofe  charms  on  your  difeafe  prevail'd,. 
When  all  their  alkils  and  their  acids  fail'd  ? 
O  that  like  them  I  could  prefume  to  fly, 
Full  of  tlieir  luneiul,  godlike. energy  ! 

Tliat. 
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That  I  like  them  might  with  my  verfcs  lieal! 
Who  but  repeat  them,  and  the  patient  's  well. 
But,  oh  !  my  fluggilli  blood  that  tafk  denies, 
And  backward  to  my  heart  confus'dly  flies  : 
The  ficklv  Mufe  no  longer  dares  to  foar, 
Since  fpiteful  Phoebus  has  refus'd  the  power. 
But,  left  by  this  I  wholly  feem  to  want 
Senfc  to  pujfue  what  I  'm  oblig'd  to  gtanr, 
I'lend  you  this,  in  hopes  tlvat  you  'II  approve 
W'hat  comes  not  from  my  wit,  but  from  my  love. 
You  a(k  to  know,  fince  you  have  left  the  town, 
"IVHut  courfe  I  take  to  drive  my  minutes  on. 
At  fix  I  rife,  and  ftudioufly  withdraw 
T'  explore  fome  quirks  and  quibbles  of  the  lav/. 
Till  twelve  (no  very  pleahng  talk  you  '11  fay) 
1  turn  o'er  Coke  and  Hobart  for  a  plea, 
With  many  more  as  pert  and  dull  as  they : 
NamiS  which  were  never  known  to  Mufe  before. 
But  yet,  by  learning  fuch  a  thriving  lore, 
I  may  at  lad  fome  wealthy  honour  get. 
As  a  reward  for  all  my  toil  and  fweat  : 
Whilii  poets,  as  the  vermin  beft  deferve, 
iVIuft  be  content  to  be  admir'd  and  ftarve. 
Ac  twelve  I  lay  afide  my  books,  and  dine, 
And,  if  m.y  pockets  liberally  incline, 
I  toaftyour  heaich  in  many  a  glafs  of  wine. 
But  if  my  mind  's  contracled  in  itfelf. 
Which  always  fympatiiifes  with  my  pelf,* 
Mv  bufmefs  done ;  when  fhades  obfcure  the  hills, 
And  potts  grca:  and  fmall  repair  :o  Will's  i 

Which 
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Which  is  the  befi  infpirer  of  a  theme, 

For  when  a  rhymer  will  vouchfafe  to  dream, 

It  yields  as  learned  liquor  as  Parnallus'  flream, 

I  make  up  one  to  crack  a  fprightly  jeft. 

And  am  as  dull  and  fpiteful  as  the  reft  : 

Or  elfe,  my  thoughtful  gravity  to  (how, 

I  ponder  a  Gazette,  earneft  to  know 

How  matters  are  at  Mantua  or  Cracow  ; 

Whiift  the  four  critics  who  have  never  writ. 

At  once  combin'd  in  damning  judgement  fit. 

On  Shakfpeare's  tragic,  and  Ben's  comic  wit  ; 

That  nothing  can  their  rigid  ccnfures  pleafe, 

Bat  Sophocles  or  Ariftophanes. 

Their  taunts  great  Dryden  almoft  dies  to  hear, 

Which  wound  his  foul,  and  fire  his  patient  ear: 

Ev'n  his  own  works  muft  bear  the  grand  inqueft, 

Though  claiming  equal  honour  with  the  belt : 

At  lafl;  he  puts  on  a  refenting  frown. 

Which  faves  their  fame,  and  vindicates  his  own. 

Here  Dons  of  wit  with  one  another  jar, 

Eager  to  triumph  in  the  learned  war  : 

The  tiny  bards  and  critics  flock  around, 

To  glean  their  fcraps,  and  echo  what  they  found  ; 

Tom  D'Urfey  fhows  his  phiz  among  the  reft, 

Fam'd  for  a  thoufand  fongs  and  many  a  jcft  : 

Had  he  but  fenfe  to  keep  his  afles  fafe. 

The  man  might  now  and  then  provoke  a  laugh  j 

For  if  he  can  but  ftifle  the  buffoon, 

He  '11  thread  a  proverb  nicelv,  nay  and  pun. 

But,  if  thcfe  tedious  brawls  difpleafc  my  ear, 
I  travel  to  the  neighbouring  theatre  ; 
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And,  it  fome  noted  monfcer  's  to  be  fhown, 

I  enter,  take  my  place,  and  lit  me  down, 

To  fill  the  circle  of  that  various  crown. 

On  mv  right  hand  the  Bona  Robas  fit, 

Who  hide  their  faces  to  betray  their  wit  : 

For  unfeen  blufhes  make  their  clappers  bold. 

To  repartee,  or  fcandalife,  or  fcold  : 

On  my  left  hand  a  gay,  fpruce  crowd  appears, 

Shaking  a  huge  immoderate  length  of  hairs  : 

Such  clouds  of  odour  from  their  heads  diftil, 

We  're  buried  in  perfumes  which  all  the  circle  fill : 

After  three  wretched  tunes  the  curtain  's  drawn. 

The  mimic  crew  begins  to  play  the  town, 

Where  a  compendium  of  the  world  is  Ihown, 

Here  an  old  father  by  a  (lave  is  fool'd, 

Back'd  hv  a  lover-fon  to  fleal  his  gold  : 

There  a  fat,  lowering,  reverend  coxcomb  ftares. 

Of  voice  fevere,  and  prodigal  of  ears  : 

His  worfhip  fays  as  little  as  he  can, 

Becaufe  he  writes  himfelf  an  alderman. 

Here  ftands  NarcilTus  with  a  carelefs  air, 

In  face  and  drefs  compos'd  to  wound  the  fair  : 

With  fo  much  grace  his  words  and  aftions  move, 

If  he  but  fpeak  or  v/alk,  fome  Phyllis  dies  for  love 

There  in  his  pride  a  purple  emperor  Hands, 

And  with  a  nod  imagin'd  worlds  commands  : 

The  badge  of  empire  on  his  forehead  reigns. 

He  feems  to  feel  the  burthen  which  he  feigns. 

There  ftalks  a  hero  reeking  from  the  wars, 
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Tells  how  his. courage  ftemm'd  the  raging  flood, 
And  gain'd  the  Ihore,  and  drown'd  the  fields  in  blood. 

The  females  too  are  mingled  in  the  fcene  ;  ^ 

One  daub'd  with  tinfel,  of  a  lofty  mien,  -> 

AfFefts  to  ftride  in  Hate,  and  ftruts  a  queen.  J 

One  innocent. as  a  young  virgin  fhows, 
Another  's  a  coquette,  and  bites  the  beaux. 
One  takes  a  freedom  not  to  be  excus'd, 
And  one  {hews  how  hard  mothers  (hould  be  us'd. 

The  plot  now  thickens,  where  at  once  I  view 
In  miniature  wliatever  mortals  do-: 
Their  councils,  manners,  plotting,  and  affairs, 
Their  foUies,  vices,  afteftations,  wars  : 
But  if  the  play  .grows  dull,  and  not  yet  dark, 
I  feek  my  female  friends,  and  Tquire  them  to  the  park.j 
Where,  with  fome  chearful  chat  or  amorous  play, 
We  help  to.fliift  the  lazy  hours  away. 
Sometimes  we  talk  of  love,  and  what  's  its  caufc, 
How  wild  it  wanders  unreflrain'd  by  laws  ; 
How  flrange  its  motions  leap  about  the  heart. 
And  pleafe  us  motl:,  when  mofi:  they  make  us  fmart.: 
How  it  muft  a6t  to  propagate  dcfire, 
And  burn  our  vitals  with  a  fccret  fire. 
Hence  to  the  ladies  lodgings  we  retreat. 
And  take  a  game  at  cribbage  or  picquet  j 
Or  bring  louie  reputation  to  the  tell. 
Or  gaul  uur  neighbours  v./ith  fome  glancing  jefl: : 
Tea  in  the  midll  we  drink  and  repartee 
.  (For  fcandal  always  goes  along  with  tea). 
Thus  we  beguile  the  hours  in  full  delight. 
Till  day  turns  up  the  genial  time  of  night : 

The?. 
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Then  tii'd  with  what  I  can  no  more  enjoy 
(For  pleafure  *s  lufcious,  and  will  quickly  cloy), 
I  feek  my  home,  and  to  relieve  my  pain. 
Swop  into  bed,  and  fnore  till  fix  again. 

Whiifl:  you,  my  friend,  the  deareft  in  my  love, 
Tmhibe  the  health  of  fome  fweet  counrrv  grove, 
And  far  froai  town,  remote  from  noife  and  care, 
Refrefn  your  lungs  with  truly  vital  air ; 
O  !  may  the  Gods  releafe  you  from  your  pain, 
And  give  you  to  mv  widow'd  arms  again! 
Thus  mourn'd  Achilles  for  Patroclus  llain. 
Grant  that  the  town  may  yet  enjoy  your  fight, 
As  once  vou  were,  all  lieahhful,  vigorous,  bright, 
To  pafs  with  pleafang  chat  the  tedious  night. 
O  !   grant  me  many  fuch  without  an  end, 
As  that,  in  which  dear  you  and  one  more  friend. 
Drank,  like  the  famous  bards  of  yore,  in  wine. 
Health  and  profperity  to  all  the  Nine  : 
And  gave  the  bards  themfelves  a  praife  fo  true. 
As  could  not  come  from  any,  but  from  you. 

ADVICE     TO     A     YOUNG    PEER. 

BY      M  R.      T.      BATE*. 

F  R  O  M    F  E  N  T  O  N  '  S    COLLECTION. 

T    EST  others  tempt  your  youth  with  praife  not  due, 
"^  And  tell  you  what  yourfelf  too  foon  would  know. 
Till  Flattery's  breath  with  Fortune's  blefTings  join'd, 
Stifle  yaur  virtue,  and  corrupt  your  mind  ; 

*  See  vol.  V.  p.  146. 
3  -Study 
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Study  yourfelf,  know  human  nature  well. 
And  view  the  things  that  make  vain  mortals  fwell. 
The  things  that  fouls  above  the  vulgar  plcafe ; 
But  view  them,  flripp'd  of  their  enchanting  drefs: 
Nor  'midfl:  thofe  thoughts  with  rafh  difdain  refufe 
This  dull  defcription  of  a  rural  Mufe. 

Life  in  its  fpring  difplays  a  glorious  fcene, 
"Vigorous  like  April,  and  like  May  ferene, 
The  flreams  of  pleafure  flow  as  neclar  pure. 
Attract  the  fenfes,  and  the  foul  allure, 
The  fond  young  man  is  ravilh'd  wirh  the  tafte. 
Smiles,  drinks,  and  dreanis  the  relifh  long  will  laft  j 
And  giddy  with  the  fumes,  and  with  conceit, 
He  deems  himfelf  for  all  great  aftions  fit,  ' 

A  Cranmer  in  the  church,  and  Burleigh  in  the  ftate. 
Boundlefs  his  hopes,  fantaftic  are  his  fchemes. 
And  gay  ideas  fill  his  golden  dreams. 

But,  oh  !  how  foon  the  naufeous  dregs  arife, 
Difguil  the  palate,  and  pollute  his  joys. 
Troubles  intrude,  and  worldly  cares  prevail. 
The  brain  is  heated,  and  the  vifage  pale. 
The  toils  of  day  invade  the  peaceful  night, 
And  fling  the  foul,  and  in  black  dreams  affright, 
Auguftus  you  will  ftyle  thrice  happy  prince  — 
Hear  firft  his  groans  for  Julia's  vile  offence  : 
The  vanquifli'd  world  this  godlike  man  adores. 
This  godlike  man  domeftic  ills  deplores  ; 
O'er  realms  of  flubborn  men  he  can  prefide, 
But  can't  at  home  one  wanton  daughter  guide  r 
Her  death  he  long  revolves,  Ihock'd  with  defpair, 
The  parent  and  the  judge  his  bofom  tear. 

a  This 
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This  fcene  appeafes  Cleopatra's  ghoft, 
Pandaria  gives  her  back  what  A6lium  loft. 

Nor  outward  ills  ai^ine  our  pride  chaflife  ; 
From  our  own  fra.ne  corroding  forrows  rife. 
Difeafcs,  barbarous  armies,  havock  make, 
Whilll  aches  and  pangs  the  yielding  fortrefs  (hake. 
Beauty  and  llrength  are  with  relu£tance  fled, 
Potions  are  drunk,  and  loathfome  rules  obey'd  ; 
The  pulfe  oft  number'd  with  a  filent  care, 
And  Death  feen  hovering  in  the  hazy  air. 
The  foul  her  empire  would  maintain,  but  faih, 
For  in  the  ftrife  the  mortal  part  prevails. 
See  our  undaunted  Henry  *  loth  to  yield, 
He  combats  ficknefs,  and  will  take  the  field. 
The  fearlefs  hero  in  his  litter  goes. 
But  finds  his  fever  worfe  than  Gallic  foes  ; 
His  vigorous  mind  could  caufe,  but  cannot  hea! 
An  ill  fo  fatal  to  the  public  weal. 
Vanquifh'd  at  length,  the  pious  prince  retreats, 
And  in  the  bloom  of  life  to  grifly  Death  fubmitc. 

But  you  may  Ihun  difeafes  baneful  power, 
Nor  pine  away  in  an  untimely  hour  j 
Morofe  old  age,  incurable  difeafe, 
-Stalks  on,  and  foon  does  the  frail  being  feize ; 
Tir'd  with  himfelf,  he  company  defires. 
Which  fcornful  flies,  for  company  he  tires. 
Kow  penfive  on  his  fiafF  he  walks  alone. 
Too  confcious  what  himfelf  in  youth  has  done  ; 
So  chang'd  his  country,  that  he  feems  to  ftand 
An  ufelefs  gazer  in  a  foreign  land. 

*  Henry  the  Fifth.     N- 
%'OL.  VI.  '      T 
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So  chang'd  himfclf,  he  's  fcarce  the  wither'd  ihad« 

Of  the  proud  thing  in  robes  of  glory  clad. 

Edward  *,  once  aftive  as  the  joyful  fun,       [*  Edw.  IIL 

Loaded  with  years,  himfelf  but  loads  a  throne. 

The  rays  fo  languid,  and  the  ihadows  great, 

Almoff  his  Englifh  vvifh  their  fun  would  fet. 

A  fordid  woman's  f  bufy  projects  ftain     [f  Alice  Pierce. 

The  fplendid  annals  of  riiat  martial  reign. 

Still  fome  remains  of  blifs  old  age  enjoys, 
Eu:  Time  voracious  thofe  remains  deftroys; 
Till  it  can  nought  but  naked  life  devour  :  [hour. 

For  this  the  dotard  weeps,  and  dreads  th'  approaching 
Grim  Death  regardlefs  knows  not  how  to  fave, 
But  drags  the  trembling  prey  to  his  ungrateful  cave. 

You  fmile,  and  call  this  preaching  ;  be  it  fo. 
But,  Sir,  tliis  preaching  does  relate  to  you, 
That  the  chief  good  you  wifely  may  embrace, 
And  add  frefti  luflre  to  an  ancient  race, 
]SIor  trifle  with  your  life,  and  wafte  your  da3rs 
In  deeds  reproachful,  or  inglorious  eafe. 
Let  Reafon  fway,  be  deaf  to  Pleafure's  charms. 
And  Death  prefer  to  Circe's  wanton  arms  j 
3<iever  forget  what  to  your  God  you  owe. 
And  chearfiil  pay  what  to  your  country's  due. 
Firm  to  your  friend,  and  to  yourfelf  be  true. 
Be  decent ;  but  no  flave  to  empty  rules, 
The  wife  man's  torture,  and  the  joy  of  fools. 
Thus  hoary  Mentor  fpeaks,  who  loves  you  well. 
And  beft  the  dangers  of  your  ftate  can  tell  ! 
You  yawn,  and  fay,  you  're  fafe ;   I  fay  no  more. 
But  think  what  creatures  fwarm  on  Nile's  too  fertile  (horc 

A    V/ISH 
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A  WISH  TO  THE    NEW    YEAR*    1705. 

JANUS  !  great  leader  of  the  rolling  year, 
Since  all  that  's  pad:  no  vows  can  e'er  reftore. 
But  joys  and  griefs  alike,  once  hurried  o'er, 
Ko  longer  now  deferve  a  fmile  or  tear ; 
Ciok  the  faPitafiic  fcenes  —  but  grace 
^\"ith  brightell:  afpefts  thy  fore-face, 
While  Time's  new  offspring  haften  to  appear. 
With  lucky  omens  guide  the  coming  hours, 
Command  the  circling  Seafons  to  advance, 

And  form  their  renovated  dance,  [powers. 

'.With,  flowing  pleafures  fraught,  and  blefs'd  by  friendly 

Thy  .mont]-!,  O  Janus  I  gave,  me  firfl:  to  know 

A  mortal's  trifling  cares  below  ; 

My  race  of  life  began  with  thee. 

Thus  far,  from  great  misfortunes  free. 

Contented,  I  my  lot  endure, 

Nor  Nature's  rigid  laws  arraign, 

"Nor  fpurn  at  common  ills  in  vain, 
;Whicii  Folly  cannot  fliun,  nor  wife  Reflection  cure. 
But,  oh  ! — more  anxious  for  the  year  to  come, 

I  would  foreknow  my  future  doom. 

Then  tell  me,  Janus,  canft  thou  fpy 

Events  that  yet  in  embryo  lie, 

For  me,  in  Time's  myfterious  womb? 

Tell  me — nor  fha'l  I  dread  to  hear 

A  thoufand  accidents  fevere  ; 
I  '11  fortify  my  foul  the  load  to  bear, 
If  love  rejeCted  add  not  to  its  weight. 
To  tinifli  ms  in  woes,  and  ciufti  me  down  with  fate. 

■*  From  Featon's.Colieclion,  and  probably  by  himfelf.    N. 
T  z  But 
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Bill  if  the  Goddefs,  in  vvhofe  charming  eyes,  ■ 

More  clearly  written  than  in  Fate's  dark  book, 
Mv  joy,  my  grief,  my  all  of  future  fortune  lies  j 
If  flie  muft  with  a  lefs  propitious  look. 

Forbid  my  humble  facrifice, 

Or  blafl  me  with  a  killing  frown  j 

IF,  Janus,  this  thou  feeft:  in  flore, 

Cut  Ihort  my  mortal  thread,  and  now 

Take  back  the  gift  thou  didft  bellow ! 

Here  let  me  lay  my  burden  down, 
And  ceafc  to  love  in  vain,  and  be  a  wretch  no  more. 

TO  SIR  GEORGE  LYTTELTON, 
ON  HIS  HOUSE  AT  HAGLEY. 

BY     RICHARD  M:  ADOWCOURT*,    M.    A. 

TTERE  Pallas  dwells  :  (he  built  thefe  ftately  towers 
-^  -*-     On  clallic  ground,  and  near  Parnaffian  hills  ; 
She  form  d  thefe  fmiling  lawns,  thefe  folemn  bowers, 

Thefe  ever  murmuring  ftreams,  and  ever  tinkling  rills  * 
Delighted  with  her  Lyttelton's  domains,  .^ 

Where  (it  the  Mufes,  and  Apollo  reigns. 
Tliough  Magley's  dome  for  graceful  ftrength  mav  vie 

With  Grecian  domes,  and  down  from  age  to  age 
The  tooth  of  Time  and  Envy  fhall  defy; 

Thy  learned  pen  and  thy  hiftoric  page, 
O  Haglev's  jufdy  honour'd  Lord  !   fhall  raife 
A  far  niore  lafting  monument  of  praife. 

*  Fellow  of  Mertoa  Cullege,  Oxford;  prebendary  of  Wor- 
ccftcr,  and  author  of  "A  Critical  Differtation  on  ParadifeRe- 
gaV.ed,  1748."  He  died  Sept  8, 1760,  Some  interefting  particu- 
lars of  him  may  be  feen  in  Mr.  Duncombe's  Colleflioa  of 
"  Lr.tcrs  of  Eminent  Perfons/'  vol.  III.  p.  75.     N. 
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INSCRIBED    TO    JOSEPH    ADDISON,     E  S  Q^ 

BY  AJR.  WEBSTER  ^   OF  CHRIST-CHURCH,  OXOX 

This  poem  was  written  lafr  Summer  [lyii"?,  upon  the  fol- 
lowing occaiion :  the  Spectator's  account  of  the  "  Diftrefled 
*'  Mother"  had  raifed  the  author's  expeftation  to  ib  h?g!i  a 
pitch,  that  he  made  an  excurlion  from  college  to  fecrihac 
tragedy  afted,  and  upon  his  return  was  corarnanded  by  ihe 
Dean  to  write  upon  the  Art,  Rife,  and  Progrefs  of  the 
Englilh  ftage;  which  how  well  he  has  performed  is  now 
fubmitted  to  the  judgement  of  that  wort.iy  gentleman  :r> 
whom  it  is  infcribed.    We  b  s  t  e r. 

O  I  N  C  E  all  the  din  of  war  begins  to  ceafe, 

^^  And  Britain's  harrafs'd  Tons  expeft  a  peace. 

Since  now  her  prudent  fenators  defign 

To  change  their  laurels  for  the  Gallic  vine. 

To  view  lefs  horrid  fcenes  of  death  prepare 

The  painted  terrors  of  a  theatre  ; 

Where  Mars  fiili  rages  in  the  Poet's  lines. 

Where  the  fvvoln  flood  dill  r^eks  in  warlike  rhymes. 

Where  cannons  but  in  loud  dcfcriptions  roar, 

Kor  wave  in  echoes  frightful  to  the  fnore : 

Where  the  ihrill  trumpet's  clangor  charnis  the  ear,      > 

And  beauteous  circles,  without  tren-ii'ling,  l:ear  /» 

The  loud-mouth'd  thund- r  of  a  fancied  war;  J 

*  This  poem  is  afcribed  by  Jacob  to  *'  Mr.  Revnardfor,  of 
"  Baiiol  College,  fon  of  a  Turkey/  merchant,  collecfor  of  ihe 
*'  culToms  at  Brlliol,  and  author  of  en  excellent  ode  on  DivMie 
*'  Vengeance."  I  can  only  fay  that  the  name  o{  WftJ-cr  'S 
printed  >n  the  title-page  of  the  original  edition  oi  17:3  ;  -anu 
that  the  poem  is  well  worth  preferving.     N» 
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If  by  an  unfeiga'd  wound  fome  hero  tlies,  [fycs. 

Love  fhoots  the  guilty  darts  from  their  too  murderous 

Nigh  where*,  as  when  on  Nafeby's  fatal  plains, 
The  brazen  fleed  the  royal  martyr  reins, 
A  convent  once  (if  we  may  credit  Fame, 
And  dill  the  garden  keeps  its  ancient  name) 
A  convent  once  there  flood,  a  frructure  made 
To  fhun  the  world,  where  now  the  world  is  play'd-; 
How  decently  'twas  built,  what  i^ns  t'  atone. 
What  order  fiU'd  the  place,  is  yet  unknown-. 
Perhaps  the  fpot  where  now  Hands  Powell's  f  flage, 
Where  Punch  chaftifes  fpoufe  with  prompted  rage> 
Was  then  fome  Friar's  cell,  where  all  unfeen 
The  pious  Father  fed  his  facred  fpleen  ; 
Nor  Fiends  nor  Witches  then  were  fcen  to  fly. 
While  Priefis  and  Holy- water  were  fo  nigh. 
No  Lovers  there  in  rhyme  rehears'd  their  moan, . 
But  if  a  figh  was  heard,  'twas  penitence  alone. 

As  length  the  world  broke-in,  and  now  the  Player 
Attracls  the  Beau,  the  Critick,  and  the  Fair  j 
Ev'n  in  the  place  which  once  the  Monk  poiTefs'd 
(Strange  fhift  of  fccnes  !)  fat  Dominick  'sX  the  jcfl.. 

Sweet  is  the  flourifh  when  the  curtain  draws, 
Sweet  is  the  crowded  theatre's  applaufe ; 
Sweet  are  the  ftrains  when  billing  Lovers  park, 
Bat  rough  the  cat-call  and  the  Critick's  fnarl. 
Rough  was  the  language,  unadorn'd  the  flagc, 
And  mean  his  hero's  drefs  in  Shakfpeare's  age  : 

*  Charins-Crofs.     W. 

f  Under  the  piazzas  of  Covent  Garden.  See  the  fexton's  com- 

plaint,  and  an  encomium  on  Powell,  in  the  Spectator,  I'T  °  14.  N. 

I  Tryden's  «  Spanilh  Fryar."     W.  No 


THE        STAGE.  2:79 

No  fcepter'd  Kings  in  roval  rol:)es  were  feen, 

Swrce  could  her  guard  defend  their  tinfel'd  Queen, 

Scarce  could  the  houfe  contain  the  liflening.  Ihoal, 

Scarce  had  the  mimic  thunder  room  to  roll ; 

But  then  wives,  fubjefts,  friends,  'tis  fung,  were  true^ 

And  beaux  (if  fuch  in  England  were)  were  few  : 

Ra^e^were  their  follies  :  this  the  moderns  found. 

And  prudently,  hnce  knaves  and  fots  abound, 

Since  crimes  enlarge,  and  fopperies  prevail, 

Enlarged  the  ftage,  which  ought  to  be  their  flail. 

Now  foars  the  theatre,  a  (lately  pile, 

Itfelf  an  emblem  of  the  tragic  ftyle, , 

Firm  to  its  bafe,  yet  lofty  to  the  fight. 

Lofty,  yet  each  way  equal  to  its  height, 

Plain  as  the  (he pherd- nymph  in  rullet  weedsj  ■ 

Yet  graceful  as  the  actrefies  it  breeds  : 

Each  meaneft  object  props  the  main  defiga, 

Arr,  Nature,  Ufe,  and  Ornament  combine. 

Here  wreath'd  Apollo  with  his  heavenly  lyre 
Inflames  the  Mufes  ulth  ]?octic  fire, 
Tlieir  taneful  flruins  the  jocund  Miifes  fing, 
And  tributary  Bards  their  incenfe  bring ; 
The  God,  witii  pleafmg  looks  and  crowns  of  baySj. 
Smiles  on  their  labours,  and  rewards  their  lays. 

Here  have  I  feen  (and  oh  the  plcafing  fight  !) 
Love,  Hate,  and  Fury,  in  their  truefr  light ; 
Here,  when  his  crimes  in  puhlick  glar'd,  I  've  feen 
The  blufliing  letcher  curfe  the  babbling  Icene, 
Whillt  he  whom  confcious  Innocence  lecures, 
Unlefs  when  Virtue  wrongs  or  fcorn  eiulures, 

T  4-  Smile :^ 
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Smiles  unconcern'd,  as  Socrates  is  faicl 

T'have  fat  at  Athens  when  the  Clouds  *  were  play'd. 

Sometimes  the  Tragic  Mufe  deftru6tion  breathes. 

And  flrews  th'  embattled  fcene  with  blood lefs  deaths  ; 

Sometimes  a  merrier  garb  the  Drama  wears, 

And  every  vice  and  every  folly  fneers. 

His  judgement  great,  and  great  muft  be  his  crafty 
That  undertakes  to  make  his  audience  laugh  j 
'Tis  not  a  natural  ninny  mull  be  (hown, 
Expofe  the  coxcomb,  not  the  fimphton. 
The  barbarous  wretch,  that  toils  to  ridicule 
An  honeft,  harmlefs,  unconceited  fool, 
As  well,  with  Hamlet  in  the  play,  might  flave 
To  prove  a  villain  is  an  errant  knave. 
When  Shadwell  gives  his  ideot  clown  f  a  mifs, 
Gorg'd  with  the  naufeous  afs,  true  criticks  hifs, 
Hifs,  and  with  reafon  bid  the  fcribbling  nify, 
Go  read  Quintilian  +  de  tno'vendo  nfu 

Nothing  can  more  provoke  a  righteous  fpleen 
(Like  that  of  Collier)  than  an  impious  fcene. 
In  Spain  their  martyr'd  Saints  (a  fight  prepcflerous) 
Kneel  on  the  ftage,  and  fmg  their  Pater  Nofters. 

■*  The  *•  Clouds,"  a  play  cf  Arlftophanes,  where  Socrates 
is  throughout  fatirifecl,  at  which,  when  reprefenteil,  he  was 
prefent,  and  fnewed  not  the  leaf!  concern.     W. 

f  Young  Hartford,  in  his    "  Lancafliire  Witches."    W. 

+  "  Stulta  reprehendere  facillimum  eft,  nam  ex  fe  fant  ri- 
dlcula,  fed  rem  uvbanam  facit  aiiqua  e.x  nobis  adjeclio." 
Quintilian.    W. 

This 
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This  error  claims  the  contrary  extreme. 
Religion  is  for  plavs  too  great  a  them»e, 
A  theme  that  afks  a  more  refp€61:ed  coar, 
A  tongue  that  does  not  only  move  hv  rote. 

Let  thofe  who  dare  attempt  the  Tragic  JVIufe^ 
Some  flandard  author  for  their  pattern  chufej 
The  man  wha  Nature  reconciles  with  Art, 
Who  knows  each  pafs,  each  folding  of  the  hearty 
Who  tyrannifes  o'er  the  foul,  is  he  : 
Such  Shakfpeare  was,  fuch  Addifon  will  be. 

Such  Shakfpeare  was  indeed  ;  for  who  can  guard 
His  inmoft  foul,  when  Shakfpeare  plies  it  hard  ? 
Can  he  that  has  a  child,  an  only  child. 
As  Hotfpur  headftrong,  and  as  Falftatf  wild. 
See  Bolingbroke  in  anguifh  for  his  fon, 
See  the  king's  forrows,  and  forget  his  own  ? 
And  can  that  child  behold  Lear's  good  old  age. 
All  dropping  wet,  come  frantic  on  the  frage, 
Cr  iiear  that  impious  pair  his  daughters  play'd. 
Yet  not  hi=;  own  ingratitude  upbraid  ? 
He  mufr,  he  rauft,  'tis  Shakfpeare  reprimands  y 
What  guilt  fo  bold  his  pious  pen  withftands  ? 
All  hail,  immortal  Bard,  thy  Mufe  difarms 
Each  vice    and  even  when  a  flattern  charms. 
Thou  canft  celeftial  fentiraenrs  exprefs, 
Cr  necromantic  rites  in  all  their  horrors  drefs. 
So  the  fam'd  God  of  Eloquence  (who  fmil'd 
On  thy  great  birth,  and  chofe  thee  for  his  child}' 
In  cither  region's  language  did  excel, 
At  once  th'  interpreter  of  Heaven  and  Hell, 

Immortal 
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Immortal  Bard,  all  hail  !  may  every  Spring 
Around  thy  tomb  the  Nymphs  of  Avon  bring  ! 
Around,  ye  grateful  Nymphs,  around  hhn  tread, 
Record  his  beauties,  and  bemoan  him  dead. 

All  hail,  immortal  Bard  !  thee  witlings  damn, 
"For  etrors  fcarce  enough  to  prove  thee  man  ; 
Errors  there  are,  for  who  fo  partial  fees 
The  Erince  of  Playwrights  in  his  Pericles? 
But  when  the  youthful  Dane  to  raptures  fwells 
At  the  fad  tale  his  poifon'd  father  tells; 
Wltea  Caefar  triumphs,  when  his  murderers  plot. 
When  Hecate  deceives  the  valiant  Scot  j 
When  Fairies  round  the  ring,  when  Spirits  fly, 
Compell'd  by  magick  from  tli^ir  native  fky, 
I  know  him  then,  1  know  the  Muft's  Ihrine, 
'Tis  he,  'tis  he  himfelf,  'tis  Shakfpeare,  'tis  divine. 

None,  may  attempt  the  next  great  Poet's  fame, 
Whilft  Denham's  numbers  blazon  Jonfon's  name  ; 
'Twas  he  firfl;  meihodis'd  the  Mufe's  rage, 
To  him  we  owe  correftnefs  on  the  ftage  j 
By  tracing  Jonfon's  humourifls  and  lays> 
Even  blundering  Shadwell  now  and  then  can  pleafe. 

Apollo  thus  to  bend  his  bow,  'tis  faid. 
Upon  a  f-nfelcfs  flone  his  lyre  he  laid; 
Tlv  infectious  harmony  the  marble  caught. 
His  inftrument  a  new  one  flrait  begot  ; 
The  flone  when  flruck  on  imitating  flill 
In  feeble  founds  the  mafter  godhead's  fkill. 

Shadwell  perhaps  may  coaft  along  the  Ihore, 
But  fears  the  dangercus  ugly  deep  t' explore. 

JonfoA 
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Jonfon  alone  with  wit  and  judgement  braves 
Tlie  rlfing  ftoriTi.  and  quells  the  raging  waves  j- 
Here  diftant  twinkling  beauties  rarely  meet. 
There's  a  bright  galaxv  of  dazzling  wit. 

But  like  the  Graces,  moving  hand  in  hand, 
Fletcher  and  Beaumont  next  the  crown  command  :  - 
The  fi'ft  too  far  prefuming  on  his  wir, 
His  lavifli  lavs  luxuriantly  writ  j 
Whilft  Beaumont  modei'd  every  darling  thought^. 
-And  interjx)s'd  his  beautifying  blot. 
Taught  hin)  to  manage  the  Pierian  fteed, 
Gr  curb  him  ciofe,  or  urge  his  utmofi:  fpeed, 

Minerva  thus,  to  rout  the  Thracian  God, 
In  thie  fame  chariot  with  Tydides  rode  j 
She  wields  the  whip,  his  forward  courage  chides, 
His  fiery  felf  and  fiery  courfers  guides, 
New  checks  their  harte,  now  thunders  o'er  the  plain. 
The  Hero  darts  the  fpear,  the  Goddefs  rules  :he  reio, 

Fletcher,  when  fir'd  wirh  a  poetic  hear, 
Was  ever  rambling  after  rant  and  wi:  j 
'Twas  then  his  friend,  all  fortify 'd  with  rules, 
Show'd  him  the  fcene  could  tickle  none  but  fools. 
Corvmc'd,  amaz'd,  the  guilty  Poet  fiood, 
Aim]  b'ufh'd  himfeif  fliould  ever  think  it  good. 

So  Bacchus,  when  he  drove  his  conquering  car 
O'er  fun-burnt  climes,  and  urg'd  the  Indian  war, 
Soon  as  the  generous  graoe  had  reach'd  his  head, . 
His  troops  to  many  a  rain  adventure  led  j 
Silenus  faw  the  fault,  by  his  advice 
The  God  0-1  lay 'd  hi':  rr^ife^  and  cool'u  his  cup  with  ice. 
3  Lon? 
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Long  felt  the  Drama  an  inglorious  dearth, 
Nor  wept  the  Tragic  Mufe,  norfmil'd  the  Comic  Mirth. 
At  length  his  lyre  harmonious  Dryden  ftrung, 
Exceird  in  hoth,  and  both  alternate  fung. 
At  firft  indee<!  he  made  his  heroes  rant. 
Or  quibbled  Foll}^  in  his  Wild  Gallant : 
But,  as  in  inufic,  when  the  artift  long 
Has  tr'  'd  each  note,  and  f'welt  upon  the  fong. 
The  firings  become  familiar  to  his  hand. 
Around  his  lute  the  Graces  take  their  Hand; 
He  rifes  in  his  Ikill,  the  crowd  controls, 
And  robs  his  ravifh'd  audience  of  their  fouls. 
Our  Author  fo,  when  perfect  in  his  art. 
Alarm 'd  the  brave,  and  feiz'd  the  fair-one's  heart. 

So  Nature's  workmanfhip,  in  paint  difplay'd. 
By  mellowing  Time  more  beautiful  is  made. 

So  Nature's  felf,  whom  he  fo  well  could  paint, 
Afts  as  at  fiifl  (he  fufFer'd  feme  reftraint  : 
The  tender  babe  of  lef^  than  pigmy  fize. 
Wrapt  up  and  jeHsing  in  ihe  cradle  lies, 
Bv  iuft  degrees  his  little  limbs  dilate. 
By  juft  degrees  improves  his  growing  ftate, 
At  length  he  ftretches  to  his  utmoft  fpan. 
And  loi'ks,  and  ftalks,  that  lordly  creature,  Man. 
But  what  fo  potent  charm,  wiiat  chain  fo  fiiong, 
Ca;i  curb  oc  filence  the  malicious  tongue  ? 
Superior  merit  en  the  Laureat  dicw 
A  Blackmore,  Milbcurne,  and  a  Mootagu  ; 
Angred  at  laft,  he  threw  his  pencil  down, 
Nor  llrove  again  to  pleafe  a  thankkfs  town. 

4  Wrappd 
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Wrapp'd  in  the  Prophet's  robe  arofe  his  friend, 
Congteve  alone  the  Hero's  bow  could  bend, 
Congreve,  his  fecond-felf,  his  Con^reve  rofe. 
And  foars  like  Dryden,  and  like  Dryf'en  flows. 

Thus  did  Achilles  from  the  duf>y  plain 
Laden  with  bays  and  injuries  abftain  ; 
But  when  Patroclus  to  the  battle  went. 
His  golden  panoply  the  Hero  lent ; 
And  him  fo  well  the  mighty  arms  became, 
So  like  Achilles  all  his  graceful  frame, 
Both  hoft  a-gaze  the  raging  war  fufpend, 
And  none  but  Phoebus  knows  him  from  his  frienH, 

Thv  Comic  Mufe,  and  truft  me,  Congreve,  I 
With  greater  truth  than  Forefight  *  prophecy. 
Far  as  thv  Ben  can  fail,  or  waters  flow, 
Receiv'd  with  praife  thy  Comic  Mufe  Ihall  goj 
Blefs  her,  ye  Lovers,  for  from  her  the  Fair 
Have  learnt  to  prize  the  conflant  in  defpair, 
No  more  your  flghs,  no  more  your  tears  are  fcorn'cl. 
Bat  "  Love  for  Love"  fhall  ever  be  return'd. 

Some  know  the  fock  and  fome  the  bulkin's  pace. 
But  Congreve  treads  in  both  with  equal  grace; 
When  drefs'd  in  widovv'd  weeds  his  Mufe  appear?. 
Who  can  refufe  the  "  Mourning  Bride"  his  tears  ? 

So  when  Adonis  dy'd,  her  grief  became. 
Well  £s  her  former  mirth,  the  laughter-loving  dame. 
Long  would  the  labour  be,  and  vain  the  toil. 
To  fmg  the  mafler-ftrokes  of  Otvvay's  ftile, 

-*  An  illiterate  old  fellow,  pretending  to  unckrftand  ailro- 
logy.     See  «  Love  for  Love,"    W. 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  the  moft  loyal  muft  his  Pierre  commend, 
"Nor  can  his  Orphan  ever  want  a  friend. 

Read  Etherege,  you  ihat  would  appear  genteel-; 
The  friend,  the  fatlier,  and  the  miftiefs,  Steele  : 
How  foft  the  fcene  where  Cibl^er  paints  the  beau  ! 
How  manly  *  Wvcherlcy  !  how  moving  Rowe! 
The  lays  how  ftrong!  how  paflionate  the  page! 
When  Granville's  Agamemnon  mounts  the  ftage ! 
Hov/  loud  the  din  when  his  magicians  f^ght  ! 
When  good  L^rganda  f  battles  for  her, knight, 
Sipirits  of  air  with  Daemons  dire  engage, 
Loud  thunder  bur^s  in  volleys,  lightnings  rage, 
Shoots  the  blue  ghaRIy  gleam  acrofs  the  darken'd  flage. 

And  thou,  O  Addifon,  no  more  detain 
The  free-born  C&to  J,  ftruggling  in  his  chain; 
'Tis  Liberty  he  loves,  difclole  thy  vafl  defign. 
And  let  us  fee  that  every  Mufe  is  thine. 
And  now  the  Ifis  proudly  rears  her  head. 
See  o'er  her  flowery  lawns  the  Goddefs  tread. 
Thee,  Heliconian  Deity,  I  know. 
Accept  the  verfe  thy  dreams  have  taught  to  flow. 
But  hark !  flie  claims  a^oud  the  laurel  wreath, 
To  bind  the  temples  of  her  darling  Smith, 
Alas  !  to  bind  his  temples  ! — he  's  no  more, 
But  wanders  filent  on  the  Stygian  fhore  ; 

*  An  epithet  peculiar  to  Wycherley*  Seevol,  IV'.p.jja.  N. 
f  His  "  Brltiih  Enchanters."     W. 

X  Though  Mr.  Addifon's  celebrated  tragedy  was  not  com- 
^  pleted  when  this  poem  was  written  ;    four   afts  of  it,  which 
tuid  been  planned  during  his  travels,  had  been  read  by  fevcral 
of  his  friends.     See  Dr.  Johnfon's  Life  of  Addifon.     N. 

.LoB«; 
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Long  fince  the  promis'd  Bard  in  all  his  pride. 

In  blooming  beauty,  like  his  Phaedra  died. 

O  were  the  Youth,  the  Youth  fo  long  deplor'd. 

Like  his  Plippolitus  to  life  reftor'd. 

Myriads  ofheroes  (hould  with  him  revive. 

And  in  his  lahour'd  lays  triumphant  live. 

Bur'hold  !  To  fmg  fuch  Poet's  praife  requires 

A  -genius  great  as  Addifon's  or  theirs. 

Do  thou,  my  Mufe,  defcribe  the  bright  abodes 

Of  wits,  of  cits,  of  critics,  beaux,  and  bawds. 

Of  venal  emperors,  and  earthling  gods. 

Low  lies  the  tribe,  commanded  by  the  box. 

That  damn  a  play,  or  fign  it  orthodox, 
■  The  pi:  they  fill,  the  pit  where  punks  patrol, 

Thefe  look  a  luring  leer,  and  thofe  a  gloomy  fcowl  5 
: Footman  and  'prentice  bawl  in  upper  air. 

Bright  in  tiie  middle  lits  enthron'd  the  fair. 
But  neither  footman's  ideot  laugh  can  pleafe. 
Nor  wounds  the  fiercer  critic's  envious  hifs  j 
Deign  but,  ye  circles  of  the  fair,  to  fmile. 
Well  is  the  Poet  paid  for  all  his  labour'd  ftyle. 

Now  turn,  an<l  fee,  where,  loaden  with  her  freight, 
A  damfel  Hands,  and  orange-wench  is  hight ; 
See !  how  her  charge  hangs  dangling  by  the  rim. 
See  !  how  the  balls  blufh  o'er  the  baiket-brim  j 
But  little  thofe  fhe  minds,  the  cunning  belle 
Has  other  fi(h  to  fry,  and  other  fruit  to  fell  ; 
See  !  how  fhe  whifpers  yonder  youthful  peer  j 
See  !   how  he  fmilcs,  and  lends  a  greedy  ear. 
At  length  'tis  done,  the  note  o'er  orange  wrapt 
-Hasaeacli'd  the  box,  and  lies  in  lady's  lapj 

Such 


} 


2S6   J    MISCELLANY    POEMS. 

Such  Atalanta  was,  fuch  golden  fruit 
Gain'd  the  fair  murderefs  in  the  hot  purfait. 
Poor  pretty  proftitute,  thou  kind  relief 
To  longing  Lady,  and  to  Gallant's  grief; 
May  that  foft  hand  which  both  the  boxes  know, 
Plump  as  thy  orange  in  their  fervice  grow  ; 
Still  vend  thy  fruit,  (Vill  give  the  billet  right. 
So  may  both  colours  in  thy  cheeks  unite, 
The  fruit's  vermillion,  and  the  billet's  white  ! 

But  hark,  a  fight !  by  fome  brifk  fpark  indited. 
It  is  decreed  the  ladies  mufl  be  frighted. 
I  hear  the  foldiers  and  the  clarions  roar, 
And  fee  the  battle  .enters  at  the  door, 
Some  two  diftinguifli'd  chiefs  decide  the  caufe, 
Whc^  like  true  heroes  bleed  to  gain  applaufe. 
Porters  in  red  with  brandilh'd  whinyard  vie, 
Fight  as  good  friends,  and  for  their  living  dicj 
Here  fome  the  fabre's  blunted  terrors  wield, 
There  javelins  fplinter  on  the  fun-bright  (hie Id, 
Their  foils  clalh  horrible,  their  faulcbions  jar,. 
A  harmlefs  hubbub,  and  a  pointlefs  war  ; 
Each  chief  fubmits  to  what  his  roll  decrees, 
Or  conquers  bravely,  or  as  bravely  dies. 
Meanwhile  with  throats  expanfive,  vifage  glum. 
Legions  of  ftentors  trumpet,  fhout,  and  drum, 
Sound. an  alarm,  retreat,  rout,  rally,  overcome. 

So  have  I  feen,  when  cuftard  was  the  prize. 
Whole  troops  of  trencher-men  and  trainbands  rife. 
Like  more  than  men  with  formidable  pride. 
Charge  to  the  promis'd  dinner  up  Cheapfide, 

Prefent 
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Piefent  their  pieces,  pop,  huzza  around, 

And  fliake  themfelves,  and  fbake  the  fnioking  ground. 

Sav,  whence  their  armour,  whence  the  cafk  enchas'd 

With  beamy  gems,  the  cuirafs  richly  lac'd, 

The  waving  plumage,  and  the  burnilh'd  creft  ? 

Say,  whence  the  coat  of  mai],  the  temper'd  fpsar  ? 

Say  whence  the  hero's  helm,  the  king's  tiar. 

And  whence  in  gory  robes  alTalTin'd  fpeftres  glare  ? 

High  o'er  the  ftage  there  lies  a  rambling  frame, 
Which  men  a  garret,  players  the  tire-room  name; 
Here  all  their  ftores  (a  merry  medley)  fleep, 
Without  diflin^tion  huddled  in  a  heap. 

Hung  on  the  felf-fame  peg,  in  union  rert 
Young  Tarquin's  trowTers  and  Lucretia's  vefr, 
Whilft,  without  pulling  coifs,  Roxana  lays 
Clofe  by  Stadra's  petticoat  her  frays. 
Hard-by  a  quart  of  bottled  lightning  lies, 
A  bowl  of  double  ufe,  and  monftrous  fize  ; 
Now  rolls  it  high,  and  rumbles  in  its  fpeed. 
Now  drowns  the  weaker  crack  of  muftard-feed. 
So  the  true  thunder,  all  array 'd  in  fmoak, 
Lanch'd  from  the  Ikies  now  rives  the  knotted  oak, 
And  fometimes,  nought  the  drunkard's  pravtrs  avail. 
Ah  !  fometimes  condefcends  to  four  ale. 
Near  thcfe  fcts  up  a  dragon-drawn  calafh, 
There  a  ghoft's  <louWet  gapes  a  frightful  galh. 
In  crimfon  wrought  the  fanguine  floods  abound, 
And  feem  to  gutter  from  the  ftreaming  wound. 
Here  Iris  bends  her  various-painted  arch, 
There  pafteboard  clou<ls  in  fuUen  order  march; 

Vol.  VI.  U  Here 
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Here  ftands  a  crown  upon  a  rack,  and  there 
A  witch's  broomflick  by  great  He6lor's  fpear  j 
Here  flands  a  throne,  and  there  the  Cynick's  tub. 
Here  Bullock's  *  cudgel,  there  Alcides'  club. 
Beads,  plumes,  and  fpangles,  in  confufion  rife, 
Whilil:  rocks  of  Corniih  diamonds'  reach  the  fkies. 
Crefts,  corfelets,.all  the  pomp  of  battle  join. 
In  one  effulgence,  one  promifcuous  ihine. 
Hence  all  the  Drama's  decorations  rife, 
Hence  Gods  defcend  majeflic  from  the  Ikies, 
Hence  Playhoufe  Chiefs,  to  grace  fome  antique  talc. 
Buckle  their  coward  limbs  in  warlike  mail. 
With  what  an  air,  from  this  their  magazine 
Equipp'd,  old  Betterton  adorn'd  tlie  fcene  ! 
Old  Betterton,  on  whofe  feraphic  tongue 
Mirth,  majefly,  and  fluent  fatire  hung  j 
He,  by  Religion  a  Tragedian  made, 
Piay'd  virtuous  parts,  and  liv'd  tlic  parts  he  play'd  f . 
He  fiourifh'd  long;  and  long  deliberate  Fate 
Spar'd  himy  in,  pity  to  the  Tragic  State. 
At  length  he  fellj  decay'd  the  Stage's  pride. 
The  Laureat  I  ficLen'd,  and  the  Scribbler  died ; 
For  if  the  firft  a  piece  confummate  drew. 
From  him  each  graceful  ftroke  receiv'd  its  due  j 
Nor  could  the  laft  fo  bad  a  fcene  indite, 
But  his  judicious  aftion  fet  it  right; 

*  Bullock  was  a  low  comedian,  celebrated  for  performing 
the  parts  of  tefty  old  men.     He  died  June  i8,  1733.     R. 

•f- To  the  credit  of  this  excellent  performer,  every  writer 
who  has  mentioned  him  joins  in  this  tribute  of  juftice  to 
his-memoiy.     R.  J  CoUey  Gibber.     N. 

3  Still, 
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Still,  at  .the  word  or  beft  of  plays,  the  town 
With  pleafure  liften'd  to  their  Bettcrton. 

So  in  the  fenate,  be  it  to  declare 
■A  well-concerted  peace,  or  dreadful  war, 
The  fame  delight,  the  fame  applaufe,  is  ihown 
Bv  Anna's,  peers,  when  Anna  niounts  the  throne. 

With  other  looks,  yet  fcarce  inferior  grace, 
Nok.es*  trod  the  ftage,  and  Ih  am  bled  in, his  p4ce, 
Pleafant  buffoon  !  to  what  an  artful  fcrew 
His  witherM  chops  the  merry  whorefon  drew? 
What  pencil  can  defcribe  his  grotefque  mien. 
The  cuckold's  fneaking  leer,  the  noncon  grin, 
The  wire-hung  limbs,  funk  eyes,, and  pecked  chin! 
Thus  furnifh'd,  thus  deform'd,  thus  bent  with  age. 
With  feeble  fleps  he  limp'd  acrofs  the  fla^e, 


} 


*  "  Nokes  was  an  a(ftor  of  a  quite  different  genius  from  any 
I  have  ever  read,  heard  of,  or  feen,  lince  or  before  his  lime  ; 
and  yet  his  general  excellence  may  be  comprehended  in  one 
article,  viz.  a  plain  and  palpable  iimplicity  of  nature,  —  His 
perfon  wasof  the  middle  fize,  his  voice  clear  and  audible; 
his  natural  countenance  grave  and  fober  ;  but  the  moment 
he  fpoke,  the  fettled  ferioufnefs  of  his  features  was  utterly 
difcharged,  and  a  dry,  drolling, laughing  levity  took  fuch  full 
poflefilon  of  him,  that  I  can  only  refer  the  idea  of  him  to  your 
imagination.  In  fome  of  his  low  characters  that  became  it,  he 
had  a  Ihuffling  fliamble  in  his  gait,  with  fo  contented  an  Ig- 
norance In  his  afpeft,  and  an  aukward  abfurdity  In  his  gef- 
ture,  that  had  you  not  knov.-n  him,  you  would  not  have  be- 
lieved that  naturally  he  could  have  had  a  grain  of  common 
fepfe."  See  his  ch^raCler  more  at  large  In  Gibber's  Apology, 
p.  ii3  ;  whence  this  Ihort  note  is  extracledt    N. 

X'.a  There, 
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There,  drawling  nonfenfe  from  his  haggard  jaws, 
Dirpi;ird  the  fpleen  which  Betterton  had  caus'd. 
In  Homer  thus  the  Have  and  hero  charms  j 
Tlicrfites  pleafes,  but  Achilles  warms. 

Still  may  you  live,  immortal  Aftors,  crown'd, 
Stiil  may  vour  praife  from  pole  to  pole  refound, 
For  ftill  you  live — in  dud  the  vulgr.r  lie, 
But  never  mufi:  theatric  heroes  die; 
Secure  of  fame,  the  ftroke  of  fate  they  brave, 
As  if,  by  acling  Death,  they  iearn'd  to  mock  the  grave. 
Whilfl  Shakfpeare's,   Dryden's,  Rowe's,    and  Otway's 
Are  fung,  and  flourifli  in  the  book  of  fame ;        [name, 
Barry  *  and  Bracegirdle  *  fhall  fhare  their  praife, 
And  li'-'e  for  ever  in  the  Poet's  lays. 

Here  would  I  fettle,  here  my  fancy  raife, 
And  ranfack  Waller  to  complete  tlieir  praife  : 
Powell  f  forbids  ;   and,  with  a  haughty  tone, 
Frowning,  demands  to  have  his  merits  known. 
And  great  they  are,  and  worthy  to  be  fung; 
But  oh  i  ftill  dwelling  on  their  owner's  tongue; 
Big  as  the  voice  of  war  he  mouths  his  roll, 
Each  accent  twangs  majellically  full. 
When  Alexander  dies,  he  gives  the  fair 
■"i'ortures  as  great  as  thofe  he  feems  to  bear ; 
When  Oedipus  rends  forth  his  eyes,  with  tears 
Eacli  forrowing  beauty  ahnoft  puts  out  hers ; 

*  The  two  princlnal  Aftrefles.    Of  thefe,  fee  fcveral  cv.rl- 
ous  particulars  in  Gibber,  p.  132,  141.     N. 

f  OfPov.-cl!,  who  was  "  vain  enough  to  envy  Betterton 
as  his  rival,"  fee  Gibber,  p.  166.     N. 

When, 
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When,  by  Hermione's  difdain  undone, 

Diftra£lion  feizes  Agamemnon's  fon, 

With  artful  rattling  wheeze,  he  draws  his  breath. 

Seems  in  the  very  agonies  of  death; 

He  foams,  he  flares,  he  florms  a  madding  note, 

And  all  the  Fury  thunders  in  his  throat. 

A  godlike  air,  quick  eye,  and  accent  fmooth, 
W^ith  all  the  manly  graces,  ihine  in  Booth. 

BlcfsM  with  an  aweful  port  and  lordlv  micn^ 
The  pleas'd  fpeclator  dreads  a  king  in  Keene  ■'. 

Not  fo  in  airy  Wiiks;  with  chearful  grace, 
The  carelefs  rake  fits  fparkiing  in  his  face. 

Others  there  are,  whofe  voice  and  gciture  clamv 
In  pompous  verfe  a  never-dving  fame: 
Others  there  are — but  how  Ihould  we  defcr'.he 
The  various  beauties  of  the  diftant  tribe  ? 
We  hop'd,  alas  !   we  hop'd  a  nearer  view  t> 
And  farther,  farther  ftill  our  wifhes  flew; 

""^  Xheophiliis  Keene  was  a  peiforn^er  of  no  very  great  re- 
putation. He  was  born  of  DilTenring  parents,,  ar^d  eaucatcd 
at  the  Prefbyterian  academy  in  Little  Britain,  being  dciigr,ed 
by  his  relations  for  a  Diffbnting  teacher.  A  ftrongpropenfity- 
to  the  Stage  inducing  him  to  counteraft  the  intentions  of  his 
friends,  he  abandoned  them,  and  went  into  a  company  ot 
ftrollers,  with  v.hom  he  continued  till  he  was  received  at 
Drury  Lane.  This  theatre  he  afterwards  o^uitted  for  that  at 
Lincolns  Inn  Field:,  and  was  joint  manager  with  Chrillonhrr 
Bullock.  He  was  thrown  from  his  horfe  fometime  in  rhe 
year  1718,  and  died  a  few  days  after  at  the  age  of  38  years. 
The  majeily  of  his  performance  is  fpoken  of  by  foveral  of 
his  panegyrifts.     R.  f  The  Players  laft  fummer  wcra 

cxpedled  to  play  at   Oxford;  but  v.-cre  ordered  away.     W» 
U   3  But 
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But  oh  !  thofe  hopes  are  o'er;  and,  grief  to  fay,, 
Superior  gravity  has  gain'd  the  day  *. 
Yet  tax  not  us,  Tragedians  ;  tax  not  thofe 
Who  never  can  be  real  merit's  foes  j 
We  grudge  you  neither  refuge  nor  applaufe, 
Yourfelves  forbid,  yourfelves  your  abfence  caufe. 
The  fatal  caufe  is  fatal  excellence, 
*Tis  your  own  Santlow  f  banifhes  you  hence  ; 
Tor  fhould  fhe  hither  all  her  beauties  bring, 
Nothing  but  her  each  youthful  tongue  would  fing  j 
Learning  lefs  fair  would  fhine  ;    and  every  Miife, 
For  brighter  beauties  fcorn'd,  her  lover  lofe. 

Should  Oldficld  then,  the  bright-eyed  Oldfield  joinj 
Her  complicated  charms,  her  form  divine  ; 
Should  fhe,  like  Hector's  widow,  as  of  late. 
Mourn  her  Aflyanax's  +  double  fate; 
All,  all  would  love  her  like  Achilles'  fon> 
All  would  like  him  be  taken,  and  undone. 
*Tis  faid  young  Ammon  1|,  when  return'd  from  warj 
Was  with  an  eunuch's  aftion  ta'en  fo  far, 

*  Dr.  Warton  obferves,  that  many  of  Dryden's  Prologues 
were  written  on  occafion  of  the  Players  going  to  Oxford  ;  "  a 
ci-.ftom,  fays  he,  for  the  neglect  of  which  no  good  reafon 
can  be  aifigned ;  and. which  was  introduced  by  that  polite 
fcholar  and  fenfible  governor  Dr.  Ralph  Bathurft,  Dean  of 
Wells  and  Prcfident  of  Trinity  College,  while  he  was  Vice 
Chancellor  of  the  Univerfity."  It  appears  from  Cibber's 
Apology,  that  the  players  went,  to  Oxford  after  the  perfor- 
mance of  Cato.     R. 

f  Afterwards  Mrs.  Booth.  She  lived  till'  Jan.  15,1773.  R. 

X  Her  part  in  the  "  Diilrefled  Mother."     W. 

[|  Plutarch,  in  :he  Life  cf  Alexander.    W. 

Thxf, 
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Tliat;.  fpire  of  royalty,  he  leap'd  for  joy, 
Leap'd  from  his  throne,  and  klfs'd  the  fervile  boy. 
Oh  could  he  but  have  feen  upon  the  ftage 
Oldiield  in  the  forfaken  Loveit  "^  rage; 
Struck  with  the  fight,  the  fon  of  Libyan  Jove 
From  admiration  foon  had  rofe  to  love  ; 
A  warmer  kifs  had  given  the  nuptial  fign, 
And  all  Starira's  conqueror  been  thine. 

And  ver,  with  all  their  beauties,  all  their  care, 
Nor  Santlow,  Wilks,  nor  Oldfield,  pleafe  the  fair. 
Blefs'd  with  their  praife,  Italian  fongfters  thrive, 
A  beaver-race,  that  geld  themfelves  to- live. 
Strange  force  of  whimfy  !  that  the  fair  (hould  prize 
A  warbling  vagabond  whom  all  defpife! 
Ev'n  to  himfelf  of  old  an  eunuch  feem'd 
Worfe  than  a  beaft,  though  now  fo  much  efleem'd  ; 
So  frogs  by  Frenchmen  are  as  dainties  ftevv'd, 
And  what  was  Egvpt's  plague  is  France's  food. 

How  odd  the  fancy,  how  abfurd  the  fight ! 
To  fee  tha:  Hercules  f,  who  in  one  night 
Full  fifty  dames  in  heat  of  blood  contented, 
Kow  by  a  faplefs  gelding  reprefented  j 
With  greater  juflice  from  the  Lydian  queen. 
Since  dwindled  from  a  man,  he  learn'd  to  fpin. 

For  loftier  lays,  and  nobler  ciiitfs  than  tlieie, 
Th'  ingenious  J  builder  rals'd  his  edifice  ; 
The  archite(£l,  whofe  every  work  proclaims 
The  Terence  and  Vitruvius  of  his  times  j 

*  A  character  in  Etherege's  Man  of  Mode.     R.  . 

f  A  new  Opera  fo  called.     %V. 

^  VanbrugU  ;  of  ^vhom,  fee  vol.  IV,  f.  33-,     X. 

V  4  "  Thr 
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The  builder — but  a  nobler  ftruclure's  praife, 
A  nobler  architect,  commands  my  praife, 
A  princefs,  who,  by  righteous  arms  abroad. 
At  home  by  fifty  temples  rais'd  to  God, 
At  once  the  French  and  Stygian  tyrant  braves. 
At  once  the  chriftian  and  the  fuoje6^  faves. 

Ilus's  niggard  fon  *,  to  raife  his  Tro\', 
The  GoCiS  and  great  Alcides  did  employ  j 
That  done,  ungrateful  grew,  nor  would  defray 
His  hero  and  the  hireling  powers  their  pay  j 
But  our  more  pious  Princefs,  who  no  Icfs 
From  Heaven  and  Marlborough  has  deriv'd  fuccefs^ 
By  giving  Blenheim  and  thefe  piles,  has  given 
Their  jufl  rewards  to  Hercules  and  Heaven. 

TO      A      LADY      IN      A     FEVER. 

FROM    RALPH'S     COLLECTION. 

A  ROUND  vour  couch  while  fighing  Lovers  view, 
-^  •*■  Wit,  Beauty,  Goodnefs,  fuffering  all  in  you. 
So  mournful  is  ti^e  fcene,  'tis  hard  to  tell 
Which  face  betrays  the  fick,  and  which  the  well : 
They  feel  not  their  own  pains  while  yours  they  fhare; 
Worfe  tortur'd  now,  than  lately  by  defpair. 
For  bleeding  veins  a  late  relief  is  found, 
When  iron  red  hot,  by  burning  flops  the  wound. 
Their  former  anguiili  now  they  wifli  t'  endure. 
And  would  on  any  terms  obtain  your  cure. 
'*  Grant  Heaven  !  they  cry,  this  moment  our  defire 
To  fee  her  Well,  though  we  the  next  expire  1" 

*  Laomedon.     D.  TO 
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TO    THE    HON.     MISS     Y  O  R  K  E  *, 

(AFTERWARDS     LADY     ANSONf,) 

ON  HER   COPYING   CLOVIo's   PORTRAIT  OF   DANTE\ 

BY  HER  BROTHER,  THE  HOX.  CHARLES  YCP.KE  J. 

"C^AIR  artift!   well  thy  pencil  has  effay'd 
•*■     To  lend  a  poet's  fame  xtij  friendly  aid  j 
Great  Dante's  image  in  thy  lines  we  trace  ; 
And,  while  the  Mufes'  train  thy  colours  grace, 

*  This  and  the  two  following  poems  (firft  printed  in  Gent. 
^^^Z'  1770)  cannot  but  be  an  acceptable  prefent  to  the  pub- 
lick;  though,  at  the  fame  time,  they  will  contribute  to  embit- 
ter the  lofs  of  the  excellent  author,  by  convincing  the  world 
of  what  his  own  modsfty  concealed  from  all  but  his  intimate 
friends,  viz.  That  Mr.  Yorke's  tafte  and  proficiency  m  po- 
lite literature  were  only  exceeded  by  his  great  abilities,  dili- 
gence, and  integrity,  in  his  ov.-n  profeffion.     D. 

f  On  the  death  of  Lady  Anfon  there  is  an  excellent  poem, 
by  Mallet,  in  the  Englilh  Poets,  vol.  LII.  p.  3-9-     ^'^• 

X  This  noble  and  eminent  nerfon  was  the  fecond  fan  of 
the  lord  chancellor  Hardwicke.  He  had  been,  for  many 
years,  in  the  firft  reputation  at  the  bar  ;  and,  having  pafTed 
through  the  offices  of  folicitor  and  attorney  general,  was, 
himfelf,  made  lord  chancellor  in  January  177c,  but  died 
foon  after  his  appointment  to  that  high  dignity  —  Lu3ucju»i 
hoc  Juis  ;  acerbum  patriae  ;  grave  b:nis  omnibus.  Cic.  - 
borrov/  this  note  from  Bd.  Kurd's  admirable  "  Inrroc'uclioti 
to  the  Study  of  the  Prophecies  concerning  the  Chr.ftian 
Church."  Mr.  Yorke,  who  had  been  nominated  one  of  tie 
truftees  for  the  lefture  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  was  appointed  lord 
chancellor  Jan.  17,  created  lord  Mcrdc^n  Jan.  18,  and  d-.ed 
Jan  20;  177c.     K,  "^  ''-e 
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The  Mufe  propitious  on  the  draught  (hall  fmile,  . 
Nor,  envious,  leave  unfung  the  generous  toil, 

Pifture  and  Poetry  jaft  kindred  claim, 
Their  birth,  their  geniu<;,  and  purfults  the  fame  j 
Daughters  of  Phoebus  and  Minerva,  they 
From  the  fame  fources  draw  the  heavenly  ray  *, 
Whatever  earth,  or. air,  or  ocean  breeds, . 
Whatever  luxury  or  weaknefs  needs  j 
All  forms  of  beauty  Nature's  fcenes  difclofe, . 
All  images  inventive  arts  compofe  ; 
What  ruder  paffions  tear  the  troubled  bread, 
What  mild  afFeilions  footh  the  foul  ro  reft, 
Each  thought  to  fancy  magic  numbers  raife, 
Expreffive  picture  to  the  fenfe  conveys. 
Hence  in  all  times  with  focial  zeal  confpire 
Who  blend  the  tints,  and  who  attune  the  lyre. . 
See  !  in  reviving  Learning'.s  infant  dawn. 
Ere  yet  its  precepts  from  old  ruins  drawn, 
Sham'd  the  mock  ornaments  of  Gothic  tafte. 
New  artifts  form'd,  each  Grecian  bufl  replac'd; 
Ere  Leo's  voice  awak'd  the  barbarous  age,  . 
Opprefs'd  by  monkifh  law  and  Vandal  rage  : 
See  1  Dante,  Petrarch,  through  the  darknefs  ftrive. 
A^nd  Giotto's  f  pencil  bid  their  forms  furvive  !       When 

*  In   like  manner,    the  late   Mr.   Hawkins   Browne  (a 
poet  alfo  and  a  la\v\-er),  in  juftification  of  his  own  and   his 
friend's  propenfity  to  the  beaux  aits,  thus  exprefles  himfeiP, 
"  They  err,  who  think  the  Mufes  not  allied 
To  Themis,  both  are  of  celeftial  birth,  Sec." 

Ode  to  the  Hon.  C.  Y.  in  Dodiley's   Poems, 
vol.n.  p.  289.     D. 

■f  Giotto,  x\\t  fcitobr  of   Cimabu,    and  the  firft  painter 

of 
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\V]\en  now  marurer  growth  fair  Scierxe  knew, 
Titian*  her  favour'd  fons  ambitious  drewj. 
Not  half  fo  proud  with  princes  to  adorn 
His  tablets,  as  with  wits  lefs  nobly  born, 
Ariofto,  Aretine,  yet  better  Ikill'd 
On  Letters  and  on  Virtue  Fame  to  build : 
Thefe  in  their  turn  inftruct  the  willing  fong, 
The  painter's  fading  glories  to  prolong. 
In  later  times,  hear  Waller's  polifh'd  verfe 
The  various  beauties  of  Vandyck  rehearfe  j 
And  Dryden  in  fublimer  ftrains  impart 
To  Kneller  praife  more  lafting  than  his  artf. 

Friendfhips  like  thefe  from  time  receive  no  law, 
Contrafted  oft  with  thofe  we  never  fawj 
In  every  art  wha  court  an  endlefs  fame 
Through  diftant  ages  catch  the  facred  flame. 
See  Zeuxis  J,  warm'd  by  Homer's  rage  divine. 
With  rapture  read,  and  what  he  reads,  defign  ! 

of  any  genius  that  appeared  in  Italy,  worked  at  Florence ; 
was  the  contemporary  of  Dante  and  Petrarch,  whofe  piftures 
he  drew,  and  v.'ith  -whom  he  lived  in  friendfhip.     Y. 

*  Titian  drew  more  portraits  of  kin;;s  and  princes  than 
any  painter  that  ever  lived.  Ariofto  and  Aretine  were  his 
friends  and  contemporaries,  of  whom  he  made  plftures.     Y. 

f  See  EnglHh  Poets,  vol.  XIV.  p.  151.  In  his  portrait 
of  Dryden,  prefixed  to  the  firft  volume  of  this  Collection, 
the  Painter  has  in  an  eminent  degree -repaid  his  obligations 
to  the  Poet.     N. 

t  Zeuxis,  who  ftudied  Homer  with  particular  attention,  al- 
ti^ays  read  fuch  parts  of  his  poems  as  were  beft  fuited  to  the 
(j:bje,fl  he  had  in  hand,  before  he  took  up  his  f  encil.     Y. 

See 
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See  Julio  ',  bred  on  the  Parnaffian  foil. 
With  Virgil's  grandeur  dignify  his  toil ! 
Clovio  t,  perhaps,  like  aid  to  Dante  ow'd ; 
Inftant  his  figure  on  the  canvas  glow'd  : 
To  Dante's  fame  the  grateful  colours  flow. 
And  wreaths  c  f  laurel  bind  his  honour'd  brow. 

Thou  too,  whom  Nature  and  the  Mufe  infpire, 
Liftening  the  poet's  lore  haft  caught  his  fire  j 
With  fo  much  fpirit  every  feature  fraught, 
Clovio  might  own  this  imitated  draught; 
And  Dante,  were  he  confcious  of  the  praife. 
Would  fing  thy  labours  in  immortal  lays  ; 
His  melancholy  air  to  gladnefs  turn'd, 
Nor  longer  Jiis  unthankful  Florence  mourn'd: 
Fair  Beatrice's  X  charms  would  lofe  their  force, 
No  more  her  fteps  o'er  Heaven  diredt  his  courle  ; 


To 


*  Julio  Romano,  the  difciple  and  favourite  of  Raphael, 
"Was  faid  to  have  a  peculiar  majelly  in  his  compofif.ons^ 
He  was  the  beft  fcholar  of  the  modern  painters,  and  a  dili- 
gent reader  of  Virgil,  and  the  greateft  poets.     Y. 

f  Julio  Clovio  lived  200  years  after  Dante.  The  portrait 
of  Dante,  here  mentioned,  reprefents  him  in  a  melancholy 
po/lure  in  the  fore-ground,  looking  back  on  Florence,  from 
v.'hence  he  vv^as  banilhed  during  the  commotions  in  that  ftate 
in  which  he  bore  the  higheft  offices.  Clovio's  great  works 
is  a  book  of  drawings,  to  be  feen  at  this  day  in  the  Floren- 
tine gallery,,  the  fubjeds  of  which  are  all  taken  from  Dante's 
poem  on  Hell,  Purgatory,  and  Heaven.     D. 

I  Beatrice,  the  miftrefs  of  Dante  in  his  youth,  who  died 
many  yeare  before  him,  and  of  whom  he  fpeaks  v.'ith   great 

affection. 


i 
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To  thee  the  bard  would  grant  the  nobler  place, 
And  a(k  thv  guidance  through  the  paths  ot  peace. 

Oh  !  could  my  eloquence,  like  his,  perfuade 
To  leave  the  bounded  walks  by  others  made, 
Tiirough  Nature's  wilds  bid  thy  free  genius  rove. 
Copy  the  living  race,  or  waving  grovej 
Or,  boldly  rifing  with  fuperior  ikill. 
The  work  with  heroes  or  with  poets  fill ; 
Then  might  I  claim,  deferv'd,  the  laurel  crown. 
My  verfe  not  quite  neglefted  or  unknown  ; 
Then  fliould  the  world  thy  glowing  pencil  fee 
Extend  the  friendihip  of  its  art  to  me. 

TO  A  LADY, 

WITH      A     PRESENT      OF      POPE's      WORKS. 
BY    THE    HON.    CHARLES    YORKE. 

'  I  ''HE  lover  oft,  to  pleafe  fome  faithlefs  dame, 
-*-     With  vulgar  prefents  feeds  the  dying  flame, 
Then  adds  a  verfe,  of  flighted  vows  complains. 
Mobile  flie  the  giver  and  the  gift  difdains. 
Thefe  flrains  no  idle  fuit  to  thee  commend. 
On  whom  gav  Loves  with  chafie  Defires  attend  | 
Nor  fancied  excellence,  nor  amorous  care, 
Prompts  to  rafli  praife,  or  fills  with  fond  defpair  ; 
Enough,  if  the  fair  volume  find  accefs  j 
Thee  the  great  poet's  lay  fliall  befl  exprefs  ; 

affection.  She  is  reprefented  in  the  poem  as  the  guardian 
angel  who  leads  him  through  Heaven,  as  Virgil  and  Statius 
clo  their  heroes  throi-gh  Hell  and  Purgatory-.      Y. 

4  Thy 
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Thy  beauteous  image  there  thou  may'/l  regard, 
Which  ftrikes  with  modeft  awe  the  meaner  bard. 
Sure,  had  he  living  view'd  thy  tender  youth, 
The  blufh  of  honour,  and  the  grace  of  trutli, 
Ne'er  wkh  Belinda's  charms  his  fong  had  glow'd, 
But  from  thy  form  the  lov'd  idea  flow'd  ; 
His  wanton  fatire  ne'er  the  fex  had  fcorn'd, 
■  For  thee,  by  Virtue  and  the  Mufe  adorn'd. 

STANZAS,  IN  THE  MANNER  OF   WALLER: 
.  OCCASIONED  BY  A  RECEIPT  TO  MAKE  INK, 

GIVEN    TO    THE    AUTHOR    BY    A    LADY. 
BY     THE     HON,     CHARLES     YORKE» 

IN  earliefl  times,  ere  man  had  learn'd 
His  fenfe  in  writing  to  impart, 
With  inward  anguifh  oft  he,  burn'd. 

His  friend  unconfcious  of  the  fmart. 
Alone  he  pin'd  in  thickeft  fhade. 

Near  n^urmuring  waters  footh'd  his  grie^ 
Of  fenfelefs  rocks  companions  made, 

And  from  their  echoes  fought  relief. 
Cadmus,  'tis  faid,  did  firft  reveal 

How  letters  Ihould  the  mind  exprefs. 
And  taught  to  grave  with  pointed  fteel 

On  waxen  tablets-  its  diftrefs. 

Soon  was  the  feeble  waxen  trace 

Supplied  by  Ink's  unfading  fpot, 
vW^iich  to  remotell  climes  conveys. 
In  clearefl:  mari;s,  the  fecret  thought. 
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Bleft  be  his  chemic  hand  that  gave 

Tlie  world  to  know  fo  great  a  good  ! 
Hard  !  that  his  nan^e  it  fhould  not  fave, 

Who  firft  pour'd  forth  the  fable  flood. 

'Tis  this  confjgns  to  endlefs  praife 

The  hero's  valour,  ftatcfman's  art, 
HiCtoric  truth  and  fabling  lays, 

The  maiden's  eyes,  the  lover's  heart. 

If  ftill  oblivious  Lethe  live 

Immortal  in  poetic  lore, 
What  honours  fhall  the  ftream  receive 

Sacred  to  Memory's  better  power  ! 

Who  now  from  Helicon's  fam'd  well 

The  drops  celeflial  would  requeft. 
When  by  Ink's  magick  he  can  fpell 

The  image  of  his  faithful  breaft  ? 

This  kindly  fpares  the  modeft  tongue 

To  fpeaii  aloud  the  pleafing  pain; 
Aided  by  this,  in  tuneful  fong 

Fond  vows  the  virgin-paper  ftain. 

Though  ftain'd,  yet  innocent  of  blame. 
No  blufh  th'  indignant  reader  warmi;. 

If  well  exprefs'd  the  poet's  flame, 
Icfpir'd  by  fair  Maria's  charms. 


PETER 
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PETER       TRIUMPHANT, 

OR,  SPLIT-BOTTLE  DEFEATED.    A  TALE. 

BY     DR.     R  E  D  M  A  N  *. 


■Masino  de  flumine  mallem 


''  Quam  ex  hoc  fonticulo  tantundem  haurirc."  HoR. 

X)  E  T  E  R  t  to  Afliridge  went  to  dine, 

-^     Pc:er,  a  lover  of  good  wine  ; 

The  table  is  with  dainties  fpread, 

The  guefts  advance,  and  grace  is  faid. 

In  comes  the  ven'fon  —  Oh  !  how  fweet 

l/ooks  Peter  on  the  favoury  meat  ! 

See  !   how  he  lavs  about  amain, 

And  eats,  and  drinks,  and  eats  again. 

'Tis  done — he  's  hll'd  —  and  thanks  are  given, 

Firfi:  to  her  Grace,  and  then  to  Heaven. 

Next  come  the  glafies  —  healths  go  round  : 

The  bottle  foon  is  empty  found. 

*<^  My  dear,"  quoth  Peter  to  his  friend, 

See  here  !  —  all  things  mufl  have  an  end  — 

The  bottle's  out — You,  Mailer  Tough  J — 

But  han  't  I  intereii  enough 

*  Jones  Redman,  M.  A.  after  being  fellow  of  King's, 
College,  Cambridge,  fettled  as  a  phyfician  at  Berkhamfted 
St.  Peter  in  Hertfordfhire,  where  his  agreeable  company  and 
medical  fkill  recommended  him  to  general  praflice  and  efteem. 
He  died  May  6,  1763.    D. 

f  Dr.  Peter  Waldo,  reftor  of  Afton  Clinton,  Bucks.     D. 

:{:  The  chaplain,  redox  of  St.  Paul's  Covent  Garden.   D. 

To 
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To  hid  the  butler  bring  another?" 
*'  Yes  fure/'  replies  the  holy  brother. 
**  Hark  ve  !  you,  Mr.  what's  your  name? 
Bring  a  frefli  bottle  of  the  fame  !" 
He  goes,  returns  —  but  oh!  the  fight! 
Hell  couM  not  raife  an  uglier  fpright : 
He  brings  (perhaps  by  lordly  hint). 
He  brings,  alas!  a  fmgle  pint. 
**   What 's  here  ?"  fays  Peter  in  fo me  wrath  ; 
A  pint  !  —  the  devil  !  — ^by  my  troth,  . ;  ,:: 

I  '11  fconce  thee,  puppy,  for  thefe  tricks, 
I'll  halve  the  pence,  and  give  but  fix.  "" 

Spite  of  your  garb,  I  '11  pay  no  more  j 
No,  not  a  farthing  :  —  I  have  fwore. 
"But  fetch  a  quart,  and  I  am  willing 
To  make  that  fix-pence  up  a  fliilling." 
The  quart  is  brougiit ;  and  honeft  Peter, 
The  bill  amended,  pays  the  waiter. 

MORAL. 

■  Ye  Gods  !  avert  from  men  divine 
Such  eye-fores  as  a  pint  of  wine  ! 

T  R  I  N  G  -  P  A  R  K  *      TRACED  Y, 
BY      DR.      R  E  D  :M  A  N. 
"  Par    nobile    fratrum." 
A    Brace  of  bucks,  in  friendfnip  bound 
•^^  (Such  asAvith  man  is  ravely  found), 
'Together  walk'd,  together  lay. 
And  fed  together  every  day  : 

-*;  In  Kertfordlhire,  the  feat  of  Charles  Gore,  efq;     D. 
To  L.  \T.  X  Whatever 
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Whatever  pafture  one  approv'cl, 
The  other  for  that  reafon  lovM  : 
Contented  u'ith  their  gay  retreat, 
They  envy'd  neither  rich  nor  great. 
All  their  ambition,  all  their  ftrife, 
(Mark  this,  and  blufh,  O  man  and  wife  !) 
Was,  which  fhould  love  his  brother  mod, 
To  all,  but  one  another,  lofl. 

One  fault  they  had  ;   and,  what  was  that  ? 
A  fatal  fault  !  they  were  too  fat; 
For  this  alone  condemn'd  to  die  : 
So  wills  the  keeper,  and  lets  fly. 
One  falling  cries,  "  Farewell,  dear  mate  ! 
Flv,  I'wifdy  fly,  and  fhun  my  fate." 
Speaking  he  died.     Confus'd,  amaz'd, 
On  the  dead  corpfe  his  brother  gaz'd  ; 
He  figh'd,  and  fobb'd  :  adown  his  cheeks 
Faft  flow  the  tears  while  thus  he  fpeaks  : 
•<  Thy  dving  words  I  nought  will  heed, 
I^or  quit  thy  fide,  but  by  thee  bleed  : 
One  half  is  gone  ;  'twill  be  unkind, 
Should  t'  other  linger  here  behind  ; 
Come,  Libitina,  quickly  come. 
And  lead  me  to  my  faithful  chum  !" 

While  thus  he  mourn'd,  v/ith  grief  unfeign'd, 
Achilles-like,  his  murdcr'd  friend, 
<^ut  fleps  the  miniller  of  death, 
Shoots  him  his  wifh,  and  ftops  his  breath. 

If  life  's  the  price  for  fatnefs  paid. 
Tremble  for  thy  devoted  head, 

I  O  Trig  I 


I 
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O  Trig*  :  left  thou,  in  fin  as  deep, 
Shculuft  not,  fo  plump,  in  whole  Ikin  fleep. 
But  hold  !  for  thy  clear  lady's  f  fake, 
Still  keep  thy  broad  expanfe  of  back, 
To  fcreen  her,  when  fhe  mounts  thy  beaft, 
From  the  rude  blafls  of  North  or  Eaft. 
Goddefs  of  Health  !   attend  the  fair, 
Wait  on  her  fteed,  and  blefs  the  air  ! 
Through  the  mild  air  thy  balm  convey, 
Smile  on  her  cheek,  and  bluora  without  decay  ! 
Aug.  I,  1750. 

TO    MR.     DEERE,     APOTHECARY, 

ON    KIS    BIRTH    DAY,    MAY   4. 

BY      DR.      REDMAN. 

"D  IDING  this  morning  by  the  mead 
-^^  Where  horfcs  can  't  be  faid  to  feed. 
Your  mare  advanc'd,  and  bow'd  her  head, 
And,  dropping  this  her  letter,  faid, 
"  Be  pleas'd,  good  fir,  I  humbly  beg. 
To  forward  this  ;" — then  made  her  leg. 

*  The  keeper.     D. 
J      f   Mrs.  Gore,  being  then  in  a  bad  ilate  of  health,  ufed  to 
take  the  air  behind  the  keeper,     D. 

The  above  verfes  are  founded  on  a  true  fa£l. — The  keeper 
was  ordered  to  ihoot  two  bucks  in  the  two  parks:  But  after 
he  had  fhot  the  firft  he  had  marked,  his  comrade  came  and 
i^ood  by  him  in  the  manner  here  defcribcd  ;  whereupon  the 
keeper  Ihot  him  alfo — 

Quis    talia  fando 
Tcmperct  a  lachrymls  ? 

X    2  TO 
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TO      MY    HONOURED     MASTER, 

THIS  day,  it  feems,   you  gn'e  to  mirth. 
This  day  which  gave  your  honour  birth. j 
While  others  greet  you,  let  me  join 
The  general  joy,   and  fling  in  mine  ; 
And  while  your  dainties  you  prepare. 
Oh  !  think  of  me,  and  how  1  fare. 
Small  comfort  in  this  marfhy  ground, 
Where  fcarce  a  blade  of  grafs  is  found  : 
The  bite  is  fhort  j  were  it  hut  fwcer, 
The  proverb  would  be  quire  complete. 
For  Venus'  fake,  who  rules  this  day, 
Regale  me  with  fome  corn  and  hay. 
So  may  Love's  Queen,  to  merit  kind. 
Send  wife  and  patients  to  your  mind  ! 

ON  A  CONSULTATION  OF  FOUR  PHYSICIANS. 
BY      DR.      REDMAN  * 
"O  I  DING  one  night  to  fee  a  friend, 
■*■  *-     Who  lay  extremely  ill ; 
Soon  as  I  reach'd  my  journey's  end. 
Two  dons  were  at  my  heel. 

I  made  enquiry  who  they  were, 

'With  afpeft  fo  demure  ; 
*'  Thefe,  faid  the  lervant,  doftors  are. 

My  mafter  come  to  cure.''  No 

*  Dr.  Redman's  epigram  on  Four  Phyficians,  reminds  me 
of  the  following  on  two  : 

"  A  lingle  Doftor  like  a  fculler  plies, 
And  all  his  art  aiVd  all  his  phyfic  tries  ; 
But  two  Phyficians,  like  a  pair  of  oars, 
•  Coaducl  you  fooneil  to  the  Stygian  Ihores."     D. 
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Ko  fooner  faici,  than  in  there  came 

A  third,  and  then  a  fourth  ,- 
**  Thefe  by  profeflion  are  the  fame. 

All  men  of  mickle  worth  ■^." 

Pitying  my  friend's  unhappy  cafe, 

I  figh'cl,  and  fl:iook  my  head  : 
I  (cm  next  morning  to  the  place. 

To  know  if  he  was  dead 
The  anfwer  's  brought ;  *'  He  's  Hill  alive." 

"  'Tis  ftrange,  fays  I,  but  civil  j 
Few  two  phyiicians  can  furvive. 

But  four  would  kill  the  devil."' 


ON  THE  REBELLION   IN  InIY   BOWEI  S, 

AND   IN    PRAISE    OF    RHUBARB. 

BY.      DR.      RED  M  A  N. 

WRITTEN'  :N    the    VEAa  I745,  ^^^   SENT    IX  A   LETTER 
TO    A    FRIEXD,    AN    APOTHECARY. 

DEAR     SIR, 

Tj^  OR  two  nights  part  I've  prov'd  the  fate 
And  various  turns  that  oft  affe£V  a  flate; 
This  moment  all  is  calm,  like  i\yni  morn, 
The  next  with  war  inteftine  1  am  torn ; 

*  Thus  Mr.  Garrlck^  when  he  was  dying,  feeing  fevcrsl' 
phyficians  in  his  reom,  faid  ; 

"  Another,  and  another  after  that, 
*'And  the  laft  fool  is  welcome  as  the  former." —     P, 
X  3  Mv 
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My  belly's  pregnant  with  an  armed  force, 
And  groans  and  labours  like  the  Trojan  horfc. 

1  rife,  and  call  my  legions  to  my  aid ; 
They  come,  but  lo  !  of  fome  I  am  afraid  : 
In  General  Jallap  I  can  put  no  hope ; 
He's  quick,  'tis  true,  but  'tis  to  run  like  Cope  j 
Picra  is  ftaunch,  but  then  he  's  old  and  flow, 
May  flag,  perhaps,  like  Wade,  intrench'd  in  fnow 
Or  trim,  like  Bath's  good  Earl,  and  wheel  about. 
And  add  more  force  to  what  he  went  to  rout. 
Senna,  though  Alexandria  gave  ihee  birth. 
Though  we  all  ov/n  and  reverence  thy  worth, 
L'nlefs  with  thee  fome  kind  correftor  goes. 
Thou  'rt  apt  to  wound  thy  friends  as  well  as  foes. 

Rhubarb  !  of  all  my  troops  I  've  chofen  you, 
Go  forth  !  extirpate  this  rebellious  crew  ! — 
See  with  what  hafte  he  hies  him  to  the  field  j 
When  powerful  he  defcends,  the  rebels  yield — ■ 
Mark,  how  they  fly  !  at  what  amazing  rate 
Tiiey  fcour  before  him  to  the  Poflern-gate  ; 
Thence  rufliing  headlong,  like  the  herd  of  fwine. 
They  viflims  fall  at  Cloacina's  flirine  ! 

Hail,  root  of  Turkey  !  how  my  bowels  yearn 
To  vent  their  grateful  thanks  from  flem  to  fl:ern  ! 
Vi£lorious  Rhubarb  !  thy  exploits  in  colon 
From  age  to  age  fliall  never  fail  to  roll  on, 
And  to  reward  and  do  thy  prowefs  right-a, 
We  'U  vote  a  higher  price  durante  wtd. 


EPI- 
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EPITAPH  ON  THE  REV.  DR.  WALDO  *. 

BY      DR.      R  E  D  M  A  N. 

T  T  ERE  lies  Death's  chum,  facetious  Pcrcr, 
"^  Both  a  good  tuzztr  f,  and  a  good  eater, 
He  ate  and  fuzz'd  till  revcnty-four, 
Then  died  content —  What  could  he  more  ? 

SONG.      BY     SAMUEL    CO  X,     E  S  Q^J; 

TTTHEN  Stella's  cliarms  nnl  met  my  eye, 

VV'hilft  yet  unknown  her  name, 
A  faultering  tongue  and  tejl-tale  llgh 

Mv  pafTion  did  proclaim  :  But 

*  Sec  above,  p.  302.  In  Mr.  JeiTieys's  poems  is  an  arch 
epigrani  on  this  fame  Divine,  under  the  title  of  '*  The  Two 
Peters,"  which  I  ihall  tranfcribe  as  a  curiofity  : 

TWO  Peters,  one  a  Saint,  and  one  a  Sinner, 
Adcr'ci  his  Saviour  that,  and  this  his  dinner; 
In  life  an  Epicure,  in  name  a  Priefr, 
IJis  Hell  no  wine,   his  Heaven  a  venTon-feail. 
But  here  the  world  a  woeful  proof  may  view. 
How  falfe  Religion  works  beyond  the  true; 
Ere  twice  the  crowing  cock  his  notes  had  try'd, 
The  Saint  no  lefs  than  thrice  hi-,  Lord  deny'd  : 
The  Sinner,  faithful  to  his  God  of  Wine, 
Forfakes  not  fo  his  more  frequented  fhrine, 
Though  thrice  the  midnight  cock  repeats  his  warning, 
And  thrice  the  watchman's  voice  proclaims  the  morning.  X. 
•\-   Drinker,  one  of  Dr.  Waldo's  cant  words.     D. 
^   Barrifter  at  law,  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  a  man  of  wit  and  ge- 
nius, as   appeared  by  many  other  fugitive  produ(ftions,  parti- 
cularly that  popular  fong,    "  When   firft  by  fond  Damon 
Fiavella  was  feen,  Sec."     He  died  Gel.  15,  1776. 
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But  when  her  fplendid  birth  I  knew, 

Ye  Gods  !  how  much  I  iirove 
The  guilty  paflion  to  fubdue, 

And  fcreen  my  heart  from  love  ! 

Oh  !  had  I  liv'd  in  happier  times, . 

When  love  was  free  as  air, 
And  any  fwain  without  a  crime 

Accofted  any  fair  ! 

My  artlcfs  vows  had  try'd  to  move 

The  pity  of  her  brealt  ; 
And  pitv,  ripening  into  love. 

Perchance  had  made  me  bleft. 
But  wretched  I  each  hope  difclaim 

That  feeds  my  fond  defire  ; 
And  every  wilh"  my  breaft  can  frame. 

Shall  in  that  bread  expire. 

What  tyrant  Cuftom  can't  ::pprovc 

My  reafon  ihall  rejeft, 
And  that  which  in  its  birth  was  love 

Shall  only  be  refpeft. 

But,  Stella,   fhould  a  ftruggling  figh 

From  my  poor  heart  get  free. 
Or  Ihould  you  catch  my  guiky  eye 

When  fondly  fix'd  on  thee  ; 

Oh!  let  me,  let  me  be  forgiven, 

And  think  how  hard  my  rafk, 
Since  fmners  may  admire  that  Keavea 

For  which  ihey  dare  noi  aik, 
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No  more  Ihall  my  fond  hopes  beguile; 

Nice,  thv  arts  are  vain  ; 
The  pitying  (Jods  my  peace  reflore, 
Freedom's  a  golden  dream  no  more. 

At  length  I've  burfl  my  chain,. 


u 


*  Thonghthe  beauty  of  this  Ode  has  tempted  feveral  other 
Ingenious  writers  to  tranflatc  it,  no  one,  it  is  prefumed,  has 
traced  the  original  with  more  fpirit  and  clofenefs  than  Mr. 
Shard.  There  arc  ro  lefs  than  three  trandationsjor  imitations, 
of  :t,  in  the  fccond  volume  of  Dodfley's  Mifcellan.es.  The  firil 
v/as  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Seward,  Prebendary  of  Litchfield;  the 
fecond  by  an  unknown  writer  ;  the  third  by  the  late  Richard 
Roderick,  efq.   D. 

f  Of  Pcckham,  in  Surrey,,  fon  of  Sir  Ifaac  Shard,  knt. 
and  educated  at  Benet  College,  Cambridge,  under  the  tuition 
of  Dr.  (afterwards  Archbp.)  Herring.  His  father  being  pro- 
verbially avaricious,  Hogarth  thought  proper  to  -  pillory 
him  in  a  picture  called  The  MjWs  Feajl.  Hearing  this,  the 
fon,  who  was  then  a  young  man  of  fpirit,  jufl  come  from 
his  travels,  called  at  the  painter's  to  fee  this  pidure,  and, 
among  the  reft,  afiiing  the  Ciceroni  whether  that  odd  figure., 
was  intended  for  any  particular  perfon,  on  his  replying 
that  ir  was  generally  thought  to  be  very  like  one.  Sir  Ifaac 
Shard,  he  immediately  drtw  his  fword  and  flaihed  the 
zanvafs.     Hogarth  appeared  inilantly,  in   great  wrath  ;    to 

whom 
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In  me  no  wonted  ardour  glows, 
No  more  my  colour  ebbs  and  flows. 

When  on  thy  face  I  gaze  ; 
My  heart  ne'er  flutters  at  thy  name. 
No  fymptoms  of  a  lurking  flame 

My  peaceful  breaft  betrays. 

At  night,  in  dreams  I  feldom  fee 
Thy  image  ;  or  firft  think  of  thee. 

When,  in  the  morn,  I  wake; 
I  ne'er,  when  abfcnt  from  thee,  figh  j 
No  pain  perceive  when  tliou  art  by. 

Nor  any  pieafure  take. 

If  anv  one  tliy  beautv  prize, 
I  feel  no  loft  emotion  rife, 

Or  at  my  wrongs  repine; 
I  with  my  rival  talk  of  thee, 
But  not  one  fpark  of  jealoufy 

Diflurbs  this  breaft  of  mine. 

View  me  with  pity  or  difdain, 
Alike  thv  fmiles  or  fcorn  are  vain, 

Nor  love  nor  hate  impart ; 
Thofe  eves  have  loil  their  former  fway, 
No  more  can  find  the  well-known  way 

Once  leading  to  my  heart. 

whom  Mr.  Shard  calmly  juflified  what  he  had  done,  fay- 
ing that  this  was  a  very  unwarrantable  licence ;  that  he 
was  the  injured  party's  fon,  and  that  he  was  ready  to  defend 
any  fuit  at  law  —  which  however  was  never  inftituted. 
There  are  feme  good  tranflations  and  imitations  by  this  writer 
in  Mr.  Duncombe's  Horace.    P. 

Chcarful, 
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Chearful,  or  fad,  howc'er  my  days 
I  pafs,  ro  thee  I  owe  no  praife, 

To  thee  impute  no  hlame  : 
The  grove,  the  hill,  th'  enamell'd  green, 
Without  thee,  charm  ;  each  gloomy  Icene, 

With  thee,  looks  ftill  the  fame. 

Frankly  I  own,  thou  flill  art  fair; 
But  yet,  methinks,  there  others  are 

Whofe  charms  with  thine  might  vie: 
Excufe  me  —  in  that  lovely  face, 
I  fpy  a  fault,  that  fccm'tl  a  grace 

To  my  once  partial  eye. 

"When  from  mv-  breail:  I  wrenchM  the  dart, 
I  blufh  to  think  my  tortur'd  heart 

Was  cleft  almoft  in  twain  ; 
Who  would  not  fome  fharp  pain  endure, 
The  wounds  of  ilightcd  love  to  cure, 

And  be  himfelf  again  ? 

The  lime-caught  bird  would  rather  chufc 
Some  plumes,  than  libertv,  to  lofe  j 

Tims  foon  that  lofs  repairs  : 
In  vain  we  to  retake  liim  ftrive, 
The  fiiy,  experienc'd  fugitive 

Eludes  all  future  fnares. 

Becaufe  thou  art  my  frequent  theme, 
Perhaps  fome  latent  fpark  may  feem 

Still  in  my  breafi:  to  burn  ; 
Nice,  when  dangers  are  no  more, 
As  often  as  we  talk  them  o'er, 

Our  pains  to  pleafures  turn. 

The 
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The  ibldler  thus,  from  cruel  wars 
Returning,  loves  to  count  his  fears. 

Fights  o'er  his  pafi:  campaigns ; 
Thus  the  glad  captive,  newly  free 
From  a  long  painful  llavery. 

Delights  to  fhew  his  chains. 

To  pleafc  myfelf  I  talk,  nor  care 
Whether  thou  think'ft  me  now  fincerC;^, 

Or  what  thy  thoughts  may  be  ; 
I  afk  not  if  my  numbers  pleafe. 
Or  if  thy  bofom  be  at  cafe, 

If  e'er  thou  talk'ft  of  me. 

"Which  of  us  two  wants  comfort  mofl  ?- 
Thou  haft  a  confrant  lover  loft; 

I  quit  a  fickle  fair  : 
Nice,  a  heart  fo  true,  fo  kind 
As  mine,  is  very  hard  to  find  j 

Coquettes  fvvarra  every  v/hcre. 

EPIGRAM,    FROM    THE    FRENCPIi^ 

T  Die  vvit]->  fadntfs,  if  the  MuHiing  fair 

Thefe  eyes  adore  rejefts  her  lover's  prayer  ; 
I  die  wFth  tranfport,  if  her  gentle  ear, 
Is  pleas'd  her  lover's  foft  complaint  to  hear. 
Hov/  fiiall  a  wretch  his  fate  contiive  to  fhun. 
Both  bv  her  rigour  and  her  fmilea  undone  ? 
Each  way  I  look,  I  view  my  ruin  fure. 
Fall  by  the  wound,  or  perilh  by  the  cure  I 
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APPENDIX^^  TO  VOLUME  VL 


TO  THE  MOST  HONOURABLE 
THE     :.I  ARC  HI  ONE  SS     GREY; 

SENT  WITH  PHOEBE,   A  PASTO!lAL  OPERA 

BY    DR.    JOHN     H  O  A  D  L  Y  f. 

jVIadam, 
XpROM  polift'd  circles  of  the  fair, 

From  gilded  domes  and  tainted  air, 
"Where  Pleafure  's  toilfome,  Silence  loud, 
Retirement  but  from  crowd  to  crowd  ; 
Where  Love  but  drives  a  trade  at  beft 
(An  alley-broker  He  profef^'d,) 
Not  giving  correfponding  hearts, 
•Sut  chaffering  with  his  golden  darts  ; 
Where  Innocence  the  world  amazed, 
Her  face  Icarcc  knov^-n  in  public  places  ; 

-•■  The  Reader  who  brings  with  him  a«  inclination  to  be 
plenkcl  will  not  cenfure  me  for  the  awkward  arrangement: 
of  the  few  following  poems,  which  came  to  hand  too  late  to 
be  p;v)nerly  incorporated.  And  if,  after  all,  they  are  thought 
to  add  more  to  the  bulk  than  the  merit  of  the  volume,  let  it 
be  recollecled  that  tlvey  do  not  add  to  the  price.     N. 

f  Of  Dr.  Hoatily  an  account  may  be  feen  in  vol.  VIIL 
p.  152.  He  left  a  great  number  of  MS.  volumes  of  poetry, 
•of  which  many  vrere  v/ritten  by  himfclf.     N. 

Vol.  VL  Z  Bat 
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But  chufmg — dill  at  home — to  lliare 
One  corner  of  St.  James's  Square — 
Fa-r  hence  permit  the  hmple  I'wain 
To  lead  thee  to  the  guiltlefs  plain, 
Where  Phoebe,  innocent  and  gay, 
Dares  \vith  the  dangerous  paifion  play; 
And  Celia,  uninilrucled  maid, 
Stoops  her  pure  caufe  herfelf  to  plead. 

Nor  fcornfuily  wilt  thou  difdain 
The  fhepherd's  paftime,  pure  though  plain. 
Thou  (whofe  wcU-cuitivated  mii>d, 
Nor  for  enjoyment  too  refin'd. 
Nor  others'  woes  to  feel  too  wife, 
Knows  all  but  Nature  to  defpife) 
Serene  flialt  teach  the  maddmg  train_, 
Falfe  pleafure  is  but  real  pain; 
Superior  to  her  Siren-fong, 
Prudent  thou  glid'ft  the  Itream  along, 
Not  carelefs  of  the  baits  of  youth, 
But  fteady  to  the  pilot.  Truth. 
With  her  upon  the  helm  advanc'd. 
In  purer  joys  thou  fitt'il  intranc'd. 
And  feeft  with  pitv  and  amaze 
The  voluntary  herds,  that  graze 
Th'  enchanted  fhorcs  of  Circe's  ifle. 
Transformed  fo  foullv  by  lier  fmile. 

Lady,  from  all  their  painted  pride. 
Come,  let  the  Shepherd  be  thy  guide  : 
He  '11  lead  thee  to  the  fountain's  brink, 
Wiiere  all  the  Sylvan  Mufes  drink  5 

Wi: 
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'VVhofc  fpotfefs  and  tranflucent  face 

Heaven  refle6ls  with  Heaven's  own  grao;. 

And  pure  at  once,  and  yet  refin'd, 

Prefents  a  mirror  to  the  mind. 

He  'II  lead  thee  (go  with  him  along) 

Where  Greene's  '■•  fweet  Mu.'e  attunes  her  fo^g, 

And  plays  her  not  unufual  part, 

Mixing  frmplicity  with  art : 

Thy  "Genius  fhall  according  move. 

And,  fclf-approving, 'her  approve. 


N    F  L  U  V  I  U  M    V  U  L  G  O    D  I  C  T  U  ^5 

THE     NEW     R  I  V  E  R. 

BY      DR.      T  E  M  P  L  E  M  A  N  f. 

/*^  Qui  perennis  flumine  limpido 
^^^  Errans  per  agros,  prataque  mollia, 
Hortolque  villarum  fuperbos 
"Fundis  opes,  generofus  amnis ! 
Non  tollis  iram  concitus  imbribus, 
Kec  ficcat  undas  Sirius  aefluans  : 
Atqui  ufque  terrarum  potenti 
Pivitias  meditaris  urbi. 
^ic  vita  decurrat  mihi  ilumine 
^Leni,  precor,  nee  tardo  ncc  incito 
Curlu,  vclut  ripas  virentes 

Lambis  aqua  taciturnus  amnis. 

■•'^  Tr.  Greene,  Profeffer  of  Mufic.     D. 
f  Of  whom,  fee  vol.  VII F.  p.  zz^,     N» 

Z  i  THE 
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THE    VISION    OF    PATIENCE, 

AN  ALLEGORICAL  POEM, 

SACRED     TO     THE     MEMORY     OF 

MR.  ALEXANDER.  CUMING"^%  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN 

UNFORTUNATELY  LOST  IN  THE  NORTHERN 

OCEAN  ON  HIS  RETURN  FROM  CHINA,  1740. 

BY     MR.    S.    B  O  Y  S  E  f. 

**  Ne  jaceat  rullo,  vcl  ne?«"//':;rf  fepukhro."    Lvcan,  lib,  viii. 

5'  B  ^WA  S  on  a  fumnier's  night  J  lay  repos'd, 

In  the  kind  arms  ot  hoipitable  Refl  ; 
'^\'^hen  Fancy  to  my  waking  thought  difclos'd 
And  deep  the  vinonary  fcene  imprefl : 

Clofe 

•■'■■  Mr.  A.  Cuming  was  firfl  fupercargo  of  the  Suecia,  a 
Swediih  Eail  India  Ihip,  which  was  wrecked  on  a  rock  abuut 
two  miles  E.  of  the  illand  of  North  Ronallha,  the  nor- 
ihernmoft  of  the  Orkney  illands,  Nov.  18,  1740.  Immedi- 
ately on  the  Ihip's  ftriklng,  Mr.  Cuming  went  off  in  the  barge, 
accompanied  by  the  furgeon  and  fix  of  the  boldeft  Teamen,  \\\ 
order  to  dilcover  what  the  illand  was,  but  were  never  more 
heard  of.  Thirty-one  of  the  failors  were  faved  out  of  100, 
the  Ihip's  compliment.  C.  —  He  was  an  elder  brother  of  my 
worthy  friend  Ur.  Cuming  of  Dorchefter,  the  Lycidas  of  p. 
338,  and  to  whom  the  Ode  in  p.  340  was  addrelfed  by  Mr. 
iJoyfe.     N. 

f  For  an  account  of  this  ingenious  writer,  the  reader  is 
referred  to  the  lid  volume  of  this  colledion,  p.  163  ;  and  to 

vol. 
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Clofc  bv  my  fide  in  robes  of  morning-grey 

A  form  celeftial  ftood— or  ftcm'd  to  itand  ; 
Intranc'd  in  admiration  as  1  lay, 

She  rais'd  with  alpcft  calm  my  feeble  hand  : 
And  while  through  all  my  veins  the  tumult  rau, 
With  mild  benignity — flie  placid  thus  began  : 

11.  ''  Patience 

vol.  VIII.  p.  ;S?,  2S9.  I  win  now  add  an  oxtraa  from  an 
original  It-tter  which  in  July  1741  he  fenl  10  a  friend,  with 
fome  citations  from  his  poem  called  «  Deity.'*—"  1  have 
r.o  great  reafon  to  brag  of  the  fuccefs  of  the  poem,  thoi'gh 
*'  The  Champion"  early  recommended  it.  Divine  poetry  is  not 
the  tafte  of  the  age,  but  I  hone  it  Ihall  be  the  fupport  of 
mine.  It  is  the  only  fubjeft  I  now  take  pleafure  in.  I  have 
all  laft  fummer  been  employed  by  Mr.  Cave  in  French  tran- 
flation,  a  province  highly  agreeable  to  me,  and  the  molt  pr;>- 
fitabie  bufincfs  fcirr'.ng.  1  have  been  fmce  bft  September  al- 
ir.oft  conftar-tly  v.ich  Dr.  Douglas  in  the  flavilh  work  of  in- 
dex-making, alias  v.-ord-catching:  and  am  only  no-.v  interrupt- 
ed by  his  •*  Oftcology,",  which  takes  up  his  v.hole  attention, 
and  will  fooii  be  ptihliilied;  the  plates,  v.-bich  are  the  nobkir 
of  the  kind  I  ever  faw,  being  taken  from  the  lire.  I  have 
the  profped  of  having  a  new  tranllation  from  the  French  in 
a  few  days  ;  but  Bookfcilcrs  are  fo  undiHinguiihing,  and  Au- 
thors, or  rather  Scribiers,  ^o  plenty,  that  Learning,.unlers  lun- 
ported,  bids  fair  to  iiarve  between  thc*m.  I  hope  the  b^ft, 
as  I  begin  to  be  a  little  known,  and  would  endeavour,  as  far 
as  I  conld,  to  fupport  a  good  tharacler  in  the  literary  way. 
•—AH  I  am  forry  fcr,  is,  that  the  tafte  runs  firong  againft 
every  thlagthat  isjuft  ar.d  fenfible — unleU  it  is  confecrated 
Z  3  by 
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"  Patience  my  name—of  Lachefis  *  the  child, 

**  Nor  art  thou  unacquainted  with  my  voice  j, 
*'  By  me  affliaed- Virtue  fuffers  mild, 

**  And  to  th'  eternal  will  fubmits  its  choice. 
**  Behold,  commiffion'd  from  the  heavenly  fphere, 

**  I  come  to  ftrengthen  thy  correfted  fight ; 
'^  To  teach  thee  yet  continued  woes  tp  bear, 
*^  And  eye  Misfortune  in  a  friendly  light: 
**  Nor  thou  my  prefent  fummons  difobey, 
*^But  ohearfully  prepare  to  wait  me  on  my  way." 

IIL  ♦*  baugh- 

^y  the  Infallibility  of  a  Pope,  whofe  if'Je  ^jxit  is  as  mucii 
revered  as  that  of  his  Holine fs  at  Rome."— To  the  fame  gen-, 
tleman,  in  Jvine  1747,  he  afl"ec\ingly  lamonts  the  lofs  of  his 
firft  wife  Emilia,  and  defcribes  his-  licpation  as  *'  nor  who!-.- 
ly  uncomfortable."  Ke  was  then  at  Reading,  and  employed 
by  Mr.  Henry  in  compiling  "  An  HiHorical  Review  of  the 
Tranfaiftions  of  Europe.'* —  '*  My  falary,'^  he  fays,  "  is 
■wretchedly  fmall  (half  a  guinea  a  week)  both  for  writing 
the  hiftory  and  correifling  the  prefs  ;  but,  I  blefs  God,  I  enjoy 
a  greater  degree  of  health  than  I  have  known  for  many  years, 
apd  a  ferene  melancholy,  which  I  prefer  lo-the  mod  poignant 
fenfations  of  p!eaft>re  I  ever  knew.  — All  I-ligh  for,  is  a 
fettlement  with  forae  degree  of  independetKc,  for  my  laft 
flage  of  life,  that  I  may  have  the  comfort  of  my  poor  dear 
girl  to  be  near  me,  and  clofe  my  eyes.  I  Ihould  be  glad  to 
know  if  you  have  feen  my  Hlfloryy  from  which  you  mull  not 
cspeft  great  things,  as  I  have  been  overperfuaded  to  put  mr 
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III. 

*'  Daughter  cf  Heaven  (mcthought  I  ftrait  replied) 
**  Gladly  by  mc  thv  fummons  is  obcy'd ;: 

"  Content  I  follow  thee,  celellial  guide, 
*'  Beneath  thy  iure  protc6lion  undilmay'd  : 

name  to  a  compcfnrc,  for  which  we  ought  to  have  had  at 
leaft  more  time  and  better  materials,  and  from  which  I  have 
neither  profit  nor  reputation  to  expeft,  I  am  now  beginning 
*  The  Hillory  of  die  Rebellion,'  a  very  difficuJr  and  invidious 
tafk.  All  the  accounts  I  have  yet  fecn  are  cither  defective^ 
confufed,  or  heavv.  I  think  myfcif,  from  mv  long  rtiidcnce 
in  Scotland,  not  unqvialiSed  for  the  aiiempr,  but  I  apprehend 
it  is  premature  ;  and,  by  waiting  a  vrar  or  two,  better  materials 
would  offer.  Some  account,  1  think,  will  probably  be  pub- 
Ijfhed  abroad,  and  give  us  light  into  many  things  we  are 
now  at  a  lofs  to  account  for.  I  a:n  about  a  tranflation  (?.c 
my  le  Ture  hours)  of  an  invalu.ibleFrcr.ch  work,  intituled, 
<  L'  H  Itoire  Univerfelle,'  by  the  late  M  Boiruct,  Bi'hop  of 
Meaux,  an.d  preceptor  to  the  Daupnn,  cldell  fon  of  Lewis 
XIV.  I  propofe  only  to  give  his  Dilferrat'ons  on  the  An- 
cient Empires,  vi'z.  the  Egyptian,  Aliyrian,  Grecian,  and 
Roman,  which  he  has  defcribcd  with  lurprillng  concifenefs, 
and  with  equal  judgement  and  beauty.  I  dcfign  to  inlcribe 
it  to  the  Right  Ho^ioi-rable  Mr.  Lyttelton,  one'of  the  Lords 
of  the  Trcafury,  oneof  the  moft  a-niable  men  I  have  ever 
known,  and  to  whofe  uncommon  g  J  jdncfs  if  you  knew  my 
obligations,  you  would  efteem  him  as  mui.h  as  he  d.fc.vcs.'' 

*  Patience,  the  firft  allegorical  figure  introduced,  is  here 
reprefented  as  the  daughter  of  Nccel/Ity,  or  Lachtft^-  one  of 
the  three  Dcllinies.     B. 

Z  4,  *«Oft 
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"  Oh  in  fharp  perils  and  furrounding  woes 

"  Thy  falutary  prefence  have  I  found  ; 
*^  Then  lead  ^vherever  thy  dircftion  fhows, 
*'  To  diliant  feas,  or  earth's  remoteft  bound  : 
*^  Ready  am  I  to  wait  thy  purpos'd  flighty 
*'  Thine  be  Lh"c  caie  to  a£i:  the  fovercign  will  aright !'' 

IV. 
Sudden,  enfolded  in  a  ficccy  cloud, 

Through  yielding  air  v.-e  cut  cur  rapid  wav, 
While  the  pale  moon  a  dubious  light  bcftow'd. 

Lands  as  .we  pafs'd  and  intermingled  Tea  ; 
Kor  ccas'd  our  voyage,  till  the  biufh-ing  dawn 
Difpell'd  the  glimmering  of  the  ftarry  heft  ; 
A-nd  Night's  dark  curtain  by  degrees  withdrawn, 
V/e  found  ourfelves  on  T/juIi'.:  ■"'■•  Iky-girt  coaft-: 
Where  Silefice  j  fits  on  her  untroubled  throne, 
As  if  fne  left  the  v.-orld  to  live  and  reign  alone. 

\^, 

ilv.i-e  no  invading  noife  the  Goddefs  finds, 

High  as  liie  firs  o'er  the  furrounding  deep  j 
But  plcas'd  ihc  liftcns  to  the  hollow  winds, 

Or  the  Ihrill  mew,  that  lulls  her  evening-fleepj 
Deep  in  a  cleft-v/orn  rock  we  found  her  laid, 

Spangled  the  roof  with  many  an  artlefs  gem  : 
Slowly  fhe  rofe,  and  met  us  in  the  fhade, 

As  half  diHurb'd  that  fuch  intrufion  came  : 

*  Tbu-e  is  here  taken  for  the  Orkney  Ifles.     B. 
f  Silence,  the  fccond  allegorical  perfoo,  and  fiftcr  of  Pa" 
tknce.    B. 

3  But 
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But  at  her  filler's  fight  with  look  decreet, 

She  better  welcome  gave,  and  pointed  each  a  feat. 

\T. 

Vv'idc  from  her  grotto  to  the  dazzled  eve 

A  boundlefs  profpcft  !   lay  the  azure  waRe, 
Lolt  in  the  fightlefs  limit  fea  and  iky  3 

By  meafurable  diftance  faintly  trac'd  ; 
Whence  now  arifing  from  his  waf'ry  bed, 

The  fun  emerging  fpread  his  golden  rav  5 
W'hen  fweetly  Patience  rais'd  her  penhve  head, 
And  thus  the  Goddefs  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay  : 
**  Mark,  mortal,  with  Attention's  deepeft  care, 
"  The  fwift  approaching  fccne  the  hands   of  Heaven- 
*'  prepare." 

VII. 

With  look  intentj  acrofs  the  Ihining  void, . 

(An  objcft  to  the  weak  beholder  loft  !)  . 
Juft  in  the  horizon  ■■  a  fail  I  fpied. 

As  if  ihe  made  fome  long-expeclxd  coail  ; 
Kind  to  her  wiihes  blew  the  weftera  breeze, 

As,  fwift  advancing  o'er  the  placid  main 
She  lhap'd  her  courfe,  increafing  by  degrees. 

Till  nearer  fenfe  made  all  her  beauties  plain  3 
And  fhew'd  her  on  the  yielding  billows  ride, 
in  all  the  gallant  trim  of  ornamental  pride  ! 

'*  Thepronunciatior.  rather  of  a  faiior,  than  of  afch- lar.  "D, 

VI ir.  Thus 
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Thus  flew  fhe  onward  with  expanded  fail, 

A  fight  delightful  to  the  pleafurd  eye  ! 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  the  propitious  gale, 

Heedlefs,  alas  !'  of  hidden  danger  nigh  : 
The  Joyful  failor,  long  on  ocean  toft, 

Already  thought  his  tedious  fufferin^  c'crj 
Already  hail'd  the  hofpitable  coaft, 

And  trod  in  thought  along  the  friendly  fhore  : 
When, dreadful  to  behold  ! — difaftrous  Ihock*  ! 
Shipwreck'd,  at  once  iheilruckona  wave-cover'd  rockl 

O  Heaven  I — it  was  a  piteous  fight  to  view 

The  wild  confufion  iuddenly  took  place  ! 
The  different  geftures  of  the  frighted  crew  ! 

The  fear  that  mark'd  each  death -diftiacrcd  face. 
All  one  impaifionM'  fcene  of  woe  appeared, 

Some  wildly  rav'd,  while  otliersfcarce  could' fpcak, 
Ko  order  was  obferv'd,  no  reafon  heard, 

For  mortal  palenefs  fate  on  every  cheek  ! 
I  look'd  at  Patience ! — as  fne  fate  me  nigh. 
And  wonder'd,  as  I  look'd,  to  fee  her  teariefs  eye  ! 

X. 

Again  I  turn'd^^ — when,  o'er  the  veffel's  fide, 
Difiinft  I  law  a  manly  youth  appear,. 

Launch  the  oar'd  pinnace  to  the  fwelling  tide,. 
Nor  fliew'd  his  fteady  brow  a  guilty  fear  ! 

*  This  fatal  accident  happened  near  the   ifland   of  North 
Roualdia,  the  northernmoft  of  the  Orkney  Ifles.     B. 

The 
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The  fad  remainder  with  a  mournful  hail 

His  juft  delign  and  bold  departure  bleft; 
With  lifted  eye  he  fpread  the  flender  fail, 
As-  if  he  trufted  Heaven  to  guide  the  reft  : 
Swift  o'er  the  main  the  bark  retreating  flew, 
And  the  tall  fhip  at  once  was  taken  from  my  vieuv 

XI. 

Immediate  Patience  from  her  feat  arofc^ 

And  all  abrupt  the  traniient  viilt  broke  ,• 
While  Silence,  pleas'd,  returned  to  her  repofe, 

W'lth  air  compos'd,  for  never  word  flic  Ipoke  : 
Again  cloud-wafted  we  purfu'd  our  way 

Weftv/ard,  as  gave  the  alter'd  wind  to  ride, 
When  thus,  methought,  Iheard'the  Goddefs  lav, 
*'  'Tis  mine  to  wait  yon'  boarthat  braves  the  ride,, 
*•  For  well,  alas,  too  well  I  now  foreiee, 
"  Much  need  yen  vovagers  v.ill  quickly  have,  forme:.'* 

XII. 

lyrivcn  on  the  piinons  of  the  eaftcrn  v.-ind 
O'er  many  a  leagirt  illc,  and  rocky  coaft, 

\\\'.  left  bleak  Shetland's  *  Ihadowy  hills  behind',, 
To  watch  the  little  bark  in  ocean  toft  : 

*  The  pinnace  was  probably  driven  Into  the  Great  Ocean 
that  lies  to  the  welhvard  of  the  Illes  c-f  Oj-kney  and 
Shetland;  '.yhere  it  perilhrd.     B, 

Fon 
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For  now  from  fight  of  land  diverted  clear, 

Thc.v  drove  unceitain  o'er  the  pathlefs  deep, 
Nor  gave  the  adverfc  gale  due  courfe  to  fleer, 

Nor  durft  they  the  defign'd  direftion  keep  :  , 

The  gathering  tempeft  quickly  rag'd  To  high,  J 

The  wave-encompafs'd  boat  but  faintly  reach'd  my  t  vc  / 

XIII. 

Yet  could  I  mark,  amidft  the  noify  wafte. 

The  peaceful  exit  blamelefs  Virtue  gave  j 
Calm  fate  the  vouth  in  the  loud  threatening  blaft, 

And  firm  prepared  him  for  his  wat'ry  grave  ! 
One  fond  regard,  his  latefi  debt,  he  paid, 

Eafiiwaid,  to  Caledonia's  native  fhore- ; 
And  thus  (methought)  in  dying  accents  faid, 

*'  Farewell  ray  country  !" — he  could  fay  no  morC' 
For  the  wild  lurge  with  rage  devouring  fpread. 
And  whelm'd  the  hapiels  youth  in  Ocean's  liquid  bed. 

XIV. 

Then  Pati£/2ce  meek,  as  from  my  rending  heart, 

She  heard  deep  utter'd  the  exprclfive  fighs, 
*'  Seefl  thou  (flie  laid)  that  youth's  undaunted  p..::' 
^'  Who  yonder  evn  in  death  unvanquiHi'd  lit^ 
«'  There  view  the  bleft  cffefts  from  Virtue  flow, 

*'  The  cow'rd  from  Fate  to  flramcful  Safety  flies; 
"  The  truly  valiant  dares  to  meet  the  foe, 

"  Nor  fhrinks  from  danger,  but  with  honour  dies : 
*<  For  guilt  of  all  defence  dilarms  the  Have, 
"  But  innocence  in  death  fupports  the  good  and  brave, 

XV.  Yet, 


m 
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MM    •*  Vet,  e  e  yon  fetting  fun  his  light  renew, 

iil  '      "  Shalt  thou  behold  the  decent  honours  pa'd 

l*p'    ^'  To  the  pale  corfe  now  floating  in  thy  view, 

iiii;         *'  And  fee  it  in  the  earth  lamented  laid  ; 

I';!    '*  For  though  he  dies  from  each  expefting  friend, 

lili  **  Whofe  vows  were  offer'd  for  liis  fafe  return  ; 

iijll     *'  The  mournful  flranger  o'er  his  grave  fhall  bend, 

||i;i       "  The  blufliing  virgins  weep  around  his  urn  ! 

|jj|! '  Such  privilege  his  fpotleis  truth  ihall  boaft, 

.pi '  Though  to  your  diftant  v/orld  in  dark  oblivion  loft  !** 

i;  x\i. 

I:::     The  tempefl  ceas'd — and  all  the  fober  night 

;|i:.         Intent  our  courfe  aerial  we  purfued  ; 

ipji'     Till  as  Aurora  dawn'd  with  ruddy  light, 

|i'         An  ifland  wc  pcrceiv'd  that  llemm'd  the  fiood^ 

!|:;;     No  hills,  nor  trees  adorn'd  the  level  foil. 

If         Where  bleating  flocks  a  plenteous  lijerbage  found; 

iii:     Low  lav  the  profpe»5^  of  the  bleating  ifle  * 

^         With  here  and  there  a  fpot  of  tillage-ground  : 

jinSv  which  the  humble  village  flood  defcried, 

ijr  Where  never  entered  arts,  or  luxury^  or  pride  ! 

I  XYIL 

i     O'er  manv  a  fea-green  holm  wc  wafted  went 

ii'i;.         Where  undifturb'd  the  feather'd  nations  lay  ! 

!;.     *  The  Faroe  li'ies,  fubjcdl  to  Denmark.     See  Bedc's  Ce- 
iiiirri prion  of  them.     B, 

'i  Till 
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Till  lighting  on  the  plain  with  foft  dcTcent, 

We  faw  a  reverend  form  advance  our  wav  • 
And  now  approaching  with  an  eafv  pace, 

The  venerable  fage  before  us  Hands, 
V/hite  were  hiti  hairs,  and  chearful  was  his  face. 
At  once  delights  his  aipe6l  and  commands  : 
I  felt  all  care  fufpended  at  his  view. 
Wham  better  far  than  I  his  kindred  Goddefs  knew, 

XVIII. 

Of  homefpun  ruffet  was  the  garb  he  bore,' 

Girt  with  a  velvet  feal's  divided  Ikin  ; 
Of  woollen  yarn  the  mittens  \\  hich  he  wore 

To  keep  him  from  the  breath  of  Boreas  thin  : 
An  ciify  path  along  the  verdant  ground 

Soon  to  his  hofpitable  cottage-  led. 
Ere  yet  inftru6led  I  my  error  found. 

Nor  knew  the  caufe  my  firfl  emotion  bred, 
Till,  as  into  his  clean  abode  we  went '', 
Kind  Paiunce  whUper'd  me  our  hoil  was  call'd  Content, 

XIX, 

Sweet  was  his  earthen  floor  with  ruflies  ipread, 

Sweet  was  each  ill ell~ wrought  bowl,   and  wooden 
Svvcct  was  the  quilt  compos'd  his  healthy  bed,   [dilh. 

Nor  wanted  he  for  fowl,  or  fun-dried  fifli ; 
And  mi-Ik  of  flicep,  and  turf,  a  plenteous  itore, 

Vv^kich  lay  beneath  his  comfortable  roof  ^ 
No  frorms,  no  accidents,  could  make  him  poor, 

He  and  his  houfe,  I  ween,  were  weather-prooC 

*  'Conter.:,  the  third   allegorical  figure  introduced.     B. 

A  bat. 
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A:barchcIor  he  wcndc,  devoid  of  care, 

'V\''hich  made  him  now  appear  foheakhy  and  fo  fair. 

XX, 

Long  time  with  Fct'ience  fair  difcourfe  he  held, 

(Oft  had  the  Goddcis  been  his  welcome  gutft) 
Nor  Ihc  the  friendlv  intercourfe  repeli'd. 
But  the  good  fire  familiarly  addrefb'd  : 
Thus  were  we  happily  converfant  fct, 

When  from  the  neighbouring  village  rofe  a  crv, 
And  drew  our  haily  fteps  where  nuirvbers  met, 
Like  us,  appear'd  to  know  the  reafon — why  ? 
T-^or  needed  anfwer :  >on  the  fea-weed  fprav, 
Too  vilible  reply! — the  wave-tofb'd  body  lay. 

XXL 

How  ftood  I  fhock'd — when  in  the  femblant  face, 

(By  death  unalter'd,  or  the  cruel  flood) 
I  could  of  Lycidas  each  feature  trace, 

Young  Lycidas,  the  learned  and  the  good  ! 
**  O  Heaven  (cried  I)  v/hat  forrov.s  v.ill  he  feci, 

<*  Dcbarr'd  the  promii'd  hope  of  thy  return? 
**  Not  all  his  Ikill  the  mental  wound  can  heal, 
**  Or  cure  a  lofs  he  muft  fo  juftly  mourn! 
■*'  How  w'll  he  weep  when  in  ihe  ocean-grave, 
•**  He  heari  a  brother  loft  kc  couM  h*avc  died  to  favc!-' 

XXII. 

Here  with  obfcrvant  eye,  and  look  ferene. 

Thus  check'd  the  good  old  man  m  v  plaintive  fpeechj 

**  Beft  in  fubmiilion  pietv  is  feen, 

•**  That  leffon  let  thy  kind  conduclrefs  teach  : 

**  But 
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**  But  left  the  youth,  thy  friend  bewails,  fiiould  want 

**  The  rites  departed  merit  ought  to  find, 
**  Let  thefe  affcmbled  natives  kindlv  grant 
*'  The  unpolluted  grave,  by  Heaven  alngn'd  ; 
*'  A  corpfe  that  ciaim'd  a  due  interment  more, 
**  Yet  never  wafted  wave  to  Faroe's  guiltlcfs  fliore  P' 

XXI I L 
He  faid — obedient  to  his  juft  commands 

The  zealous  youth  the  breathlefs  body  bear  j 
Some  form  the  fcpuichre  with  careful  hands. 

While  round  the  virgins  drop  the  artlefs  tear. 
Such  flowers  as  Nature  grants  the  ruder  clime, 

Such  flowers  around  with  pious  care  they  fhed, 
.A.nd  fmg  the  funeral  dirge  in  Runic  rhyme  '^, 
Allotted  tothe  fage,  or  warrior  ^ead  : 
While  as  thefe  fruitlefs  honours  are  bcftow'd, 
■  Content  with  fober  fpcech  his  purpofe  thus  avow'd  : 

XXIV. 

*'  What  boots  thee  now,  loft  youth  !  that  crofi    the 
'*  main, 
"  Thou  fpread  the  daring  fail  from  pole  to  pole, 
-*'  Wealth  to  accjuire,  and  knowledge  to  attain  ; 

"  Knowledge,  the  nobler  treafure  of  thy  foul  ! 
■*<  Beneath  the  fcorching  of  the  medial  line, 

"  0\\  Africk's  fand,  and  India's  golden  coaft  j 
•«*  Virtue  gave  thee  with  native  truth  to  fhine, 

*'  Dreft  in  each  excellence  that  youth  could  boafl:, 

*  The  inhabitants  of  ail  thefe   northern   ifles  obferve   the 
•cullom  of  fingin?  over  the  dead.     E, 

<*  And 


THE  VISION  OF  PATIENCE.       341 

**  And  now  (he  gives  thee  from  the  wave  to  rife, 

"  And  reach  the  lafcr  port  prcpar'd  thee  in  the  ikies, 

XXV. 

*'  Yet  take  thefe  honours,  thy  deferv'd  reward  ! 

**  Call  this  untroubled  fpot  of  earth  thy  own.j 
*'  Here  Ihall  thy  afhes  find  a  due  regard, 

**  And  annual  fweets  around  thy  grave  be  thrown, 
*'  Direfting  Heaven  ordain'd  thv  early  end, 

*'  From  fraud  and  guilt  to  favc  thy  blamclcfs  youth, 
**  To  ihovv-  that  Death  no  terrors  can  attend, 

**  Where  Pietv  refides  and  holy  Truth  : 
*'  Here  take  thy  reit  within  this  hallow'd  ground, 
"*'  Till  the  i aft  trump  emit  the  dead-avwakcning  found."* 

XXVI. 
He  ceas'd — attentive  to  the  v,'ord3  he  faid, 

In  earth  the  natives  place  the  houour'd  clayj 
With  holy  rites  they  cover  up  his  head, 

A  fpotlefs  •■•■  grave,  where  never  mortal  lay  ! 
Charm'd  with  the  fnnpic  manners  of  the  ifle, 

I  wifli'd  fome  further  knowledge  to  receive  y 
Here  could  have  dwelt  with  old  Content  awhile. 
And  learn'd  of  him  the  happinefs  to  live  ! 
When  Patience  from  my  fide  abruptly  broke. 
And  ftarring  at  the  lofs,  I  fuddenly  awoke  ! 
London  J  S(pt.  14,  1 741. 


B. 
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ODE,  TO  MR.  WILLIAM  CUMING, 

ON    HIS    GOING    TO    FRANCE,    AUGUST     31,    1735, 

BY        MR.        B    O    Y    ^    E. 

*' Finibus  [Gallicis] 

*'  Reddes  incolumem  precor, 
^*  Ec  ferves  animae  dimidium  meae  !" 
jr\   Blow  ferene  !  ye  foft  Etefian  gales, 
^^  Curl  the  gay  main,  and  fill  the  fwelling  fails! 

The  guardian  veflel  through  the  deep  attend  : 
Shine  every  favourable  planet  bright. 
To  guide  the  profp'rouc  navigation  right, 

And  bear  to  Gallia's  fhore  my  happy  friend  ! 
Thence  to  Lutetia's  walls,  a  pleafmg  vv^ay. 
Through  fcenes  by  Nature  drefs'd  profufcly  gay! 

Aufpicious  Fortune  Hill  his  palTage  guides 
Till  fafe  arriv'd  he  views  the  wond'rous  town. 
Which  all  agree  unprejudic'd  to  own 

At  once  fair  Europe's  envy  and  its  pride  ! 
There  while  his  thoughts  explore  th'  amazing  plan 
Of  pov^'r  divine, — ^the  microcofm  of  man  ; 

From  every  danger  fliield  his  fpotlefs  youth ! 
With  manly  ftrength  his  growing  virtue  arm. 
To  break  the  force  of  every  Siren  charm, 
And  keep  untainted  all  his  native  truth. 
When  views  of  pomp  or  bright  proceffions  rift^. 
When  Louvre  or  Verfailles  enchants  the  eyes, 

The  grand  ailembly  or  the  royal  train  ! 
Oh  Liberty  !  thy  faithful  profpcft  lend, 
To  Britain's  ifle  his  calm  reflcftion  bend,- 

And  fay,  that  Siav'ry  makes  the  fplendor  mean. 

When 
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When  artful  Beauty  lays  the  fecret  fnare, 
Inftrudl  him,  friendly  Goddefs,  to  beware, 

Defend  him  from  each  captivating  art! 
For  there  fair  Venus  holds  her  fov'reign  court, 
There  all  her  wanton  fportive  Loves  refort, 

And  in  a  thouland  forms  furprifethe  hcar-t. 

Yet,  Goddefs !   let  him,  as  intent  he  fees 
That  airy  nation's  native  Ikill  to  pleafe. 

Shun  the  reflection  of  the  mimic  glaib  ! 
Of  ail  the  Britons  I  have  ever  leen, 
Who  ap'd  the  graces  of  the  Gallic  mien, 

Scarce  one  but  chronicled  hursfelf  an  afs. 
Yet  that  politeaefs  of  the  trueft  kind. 
Which  both  adorns  and  cultivates  the  mind. 

This  let  his  careful  ftudy  borrow  thence ! 
Manners  from  hence  new  ornament  recei%^e, 
To  knowledge  this  docs  double  luftrc  give, 

And  travel  finifhes  the  man  of  fenfe. 
Sometimes  from  crowds  retir'd  if  chance  he  ftravs^ 
Where  Seine  along  th'  Elyfian  meadows  p!av», 

Let  fome  kind  Genius  whilber  in  his  ear. 
How  manv  vows  for  his  fucccls  are  paid, 
How  many  for  his  fafe  return  are  m.ade, 

How  many  think  his  abience  tedious  here. 

But,  oh,  too  harfh.  my  friend!  thefe  precepts  nov,-. 
The  ipecious  coverings  of  my  fecret  woe. 

While  Fortune's  partial  favour  I  accufe: 
"Wxio,  v.'hen  my  forrows  needed  moft  a  friend, 
^v'as  pleas'd  in  thee  the  precious  gift  to  lend, 

Malicious  bounty  i  but  bcfix)v.''d  to  lofc. 

A  a  i  Oli, 
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Oh,  no,  forsi,ive,  the  facred  tic  I  Avrong! 
Where  Virtue  binds,  the  mutual  union  ftrong. 

Diftance,  Misfortune,  Time  and  Fate  defies ; 
From  Pole  to  Pole,  from  Ganges  to  the  Thame, 
immortal  Friendlhip  Ipreads  th'  etherial  flame 

For  ages  ihil  the  fame,  and  ne\  ei  dies ! 

Ldira,  Aug.  21,  1735. 

Amico  opt.  W.    C.    mo-rrus   hoc   doloris    Sc 
graiitudinis    mouumcntum  P. 

HORACE  AND  LYDIA,  E.  III.  O.  IX.  IxMITATED. 
B     Y         M     R.         B     O     Y     S     E  *. 

ALEXIS. 

WHILE,  Phyllis,  tranfported  I  lay  in  your  arms, 
A\\d,  poii'cls'd  of  your  fondnels,  was  blefs'd  m 
yoi'.r  charms, 
On  V/eakh  and  Ambition  with  fcorn  I  look'd  down., 
Kor  envy'd  great  Lewis  that  bauble,  his  crown. 

PHYLLIS. 
AVhiie  faithful  with  ine  you  delighted  at  home, 
.As  happy  ^vas  1,  as  the  Pope  is  at  Rome  j 
But  now  new  acquamtaince  your  fancy  miflead. 
And  Peter's  folk  \  ncvcr.are  out  of  your  head, 

ALEXIS. 

*  Written  on  a   flight  temporiiry  jarring   between  Boyfe 

and  his  wife,  whom  he  thought  too  much   attached  to   Mils 

Archefon,  her  filler,  a  woman,  to  fay  no  worfe  of  her,  of  an 

ec^alvocal  charadter.     C. 

4-  By  Fcttrs [oik,  is  meant  the  hofpitable  and  agreeable 
family  of  a  Mr.  Stewart,  a  merchant  in  Edinburgh  ;  who 
kad  two  amiable  daughters,  to  whom  Mr,  Boyfe  addrelTcd 

fome 


HORACE,  E.  in.  ODE  IX.  IMITATED.     345 

A    L    E    X    1     ?. 

The  charge  I  fubmit  to — I  own  they  're  my  friend?. 
Their  ae;reeable  converfe  fair  \'irtue  commends. 
"W^ith  their  fenfe  and  good  humour  my  woes  I  relieve. 
And  with  them  for  an  age  I  uu\veary'd  could  live. 

PHYLLIS. 
!Miranda's  tine  voice  and  good  humour  for  me, 
My  comrade  (he  i?,  and  mv  comrade  fliall  be! 
In  fpite  of  all  fcandal,  I  '11  live  with  her  ftill. 
And  let  the  world  ceniure,  or  fay  what  it  will. 

ALEXIS. 
But  what  if,  dear  Phyllis,  this  diff  rence  fhould  end, 
Suppofe,  for  your  fake,  I  abandoned  my  friend. 
And,  in  fpite  of  my  judgement,  too  biafs'd  my  vicv/, 
Relinquifh'd  the  world  to  be  bury'd  with  you. 

fome  poems  printed  in  his  fecond  volume  ;  and  in  the  Gen- 
tleman's Magazine  for  1741,  p.  380,  there  is  one  to  H:laria 
on  the  death  of  her  elder  filler  Clarilla  ;  of  which  Boyle  thus 
fpeaks  in  a  letter  already  quoted:  "1  am  fony  any  part  ot 
your  letter  Ihould  be  cruel  or  difagreeable  to  me — Yet  iach, 
greatly  fuch,  was  the  news  of  ClarilTa's  death.  It  aticcled. 
Mrs.  Boyfe  fo,  that,  on  reading  it,  fhe  and  ihe  letter  dropped 
together!  —  Never  was  greater  fweetnefs  inihrined  in  the 
tom.b.  My  nest  will  convey  vou  my  fentiments  on  fo  dear, 
fo  aftefting  a  fv.bje£V ;  and,  as  I  addrefs  them  to  my  admired 
Hilaria,  I  hope  you  will  convey  them  to  that  once  happ"/,. 
but  juftly  dlfconfolate,  family.  They  will,  I  hop°,  be  fuch 
as  gratitude  dictates,  and  her  virtues  deferve.'" — It  was  in  this 
family  that  the  friendly  communicator  of  thefe  anecdotes 
became  acquainted  with  Mr.  Boyfe  about  the  latter  end  of 
the  year  1732.     N. 

A  a  3  P  HY  LLI5. 
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r    H    Y    L   L    I    S. 

Though  Miranda's  ftill  conftantly  pleafing  and  gay,. 
Though  her  notes  far  exceed  all  the  mufic  of  May, 
And  though  you,  like  old  Ocean,  look  muddy  and  four. 
Our  ancient  alliance  I  '11  gladly  reftorc, 
And  refolve  that  till  death  we  will  differ  no  more. 


} 


ALEXIS. 
No,  Phyllis,  though  kind,  that  conceffion  won't  take, 
I  ne'er  can  confent  our  joint  friends  ta  forfake, 
"Vyho  in  making  or  treaties  forget  their  allies. 
Will  never  be  reckon'd  or  honeft,  or  wife. 

PHYLLIS. 
Then  be  judg'd  by  the  rule  you  've  fo  gravely  laid  down. 
Nor  hope  that  Miranda  my  heart  fhall  difown. 
With  her,  gentle  heaven,  grant  me  freedom  to  rove, 
While  Friendfliip  iliail  pay  me  the  interefl  of  Love, 

ALEXIS. 

Beware,  charming  Phyllis,  a  fatal  miftake. 

Where  interell  's  the  motive,  there  friendlhip  is  weak. 

'Tis  Virtue  alone  can  eilablifh  the  tie. 

Through  life  ftill  unbroken,  which  holds  whenwedico 

The  tafte  may  be  modifli,  yet  ne'er  can  laft  long, 

To  lofe  an  old  lover,  to  hear  a  new  fong. 

If  novelty  charms  you,  delighted  in  change, 

From  pleafure  to  pleafure  oh  long  may  you  range. 

For  me,  from  henceforth  on  fome  quieter  fhore. 

Where  Fortune  and  Love  Ihall  difturb  me  no  more, 

i  '11  feek  in  retirement  the  nobleft  of  joys, 

"Tis  time  muft  difcover  the  truth  of  each  choice. 

EPXSTLE 
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EPISTLE  TO  HENRY  BROOKE*,  ES(^ 

BY        MR.        BOYSE. 

^TTHOUGH  'midft  the  cruel  ftorm  of  paffion  toft, 
-*-     I  view  the  ftiore,  and  figh  for  fafety  loft, 
While  every  diftant  hope  of  good  is  gone, 
And,  left  by  thee  !   'tis  joy  to  be  undone, 
Oh !  read  the  thought  where  no  defign  has  part. 
The  laft  faint  purpofe  of  my  wretched  heart  j 
Long  had  between  us  (in  a  moment  torn) 
The  holy  band  of  Friendftiip's  faith  been  worn: 

I  claim'd 

*  "  In  173S,"  fays  the  gentleman  to  whom  I  am  obliged 
for  this  poem,  "  Mr.  Boyfe  did  me  a  real  favour  by  intro- 
ducing me  to  the  acquaintance  of  the  amiable  and  ingenious 
Mr.  Brooke,  the  author  of  *  Guftavus  Vafa.'  I  viiited  Mr. 
Brooke  almoft  every  day  while  he  was  compofing  that  tra- 
gedy ;  I  perufed  it,  fcene  by  fcene,  as  it  was  written.  On  that 
account  perhaps,  and  the  efteem  which  I  bear  to  the  author,. 
I  may  be  bialTed  in  its  favour;  but  I  do  not  think  that  a 
tragedy  of  equal  merit  has  appeared  fince  that  time.  I  have- 
now  by  me  the  four  firit  acts  of  it  in  manufcripr,  given  mc 
by  the  author,  before  the  fifth  was  finifhed.  During  our  ac- 
quaintance, poor  Boyfe,  by  his  irregularities,  fomehow  gave 
oftence  to  Mr.  Brooke,  who  for  a  time  declined  his  vifits. 
Boyfe,  fenfible  of  his  fault,  (for  no  man's  repentance  was  more 
poignant  for  the  time,  but,  alas!  it  was  brief  and  fleeting) 
addreffed  to  Mr.  Brooke  this  penitentiary  epiltle,  which, 
w:th  a  folemn  promife  of  amendment,  reftored  him  to  favour. 

— Bovft 
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1  claim'd  the  blifs,  fo  happy  once  was  I, 

Dear  to  your  breafl,  and  cherifli'd  in  your  eye  : 

Now  loll  the  privilege,  fliall  one  lliort  day 

Snatch  all  the  labour  of  our  lives  away? 

But  oh,  I  err!   I  am  not  what  I  feem, 

Fricndfhip  can  ne'er  lubfift  without  efteem  ; 

Death  were  my  choice,  if  heaven  my  choice  approv'd* 

More  eafy  than  to  loie  the  friend  I  lov'd : 

Happy  in  this,  that  to  your  better  care 

I  gave  a  friend,  Vvill  never  lofe  his  fhare, 

Whofe  truth  will  ftiil  increafe,  the  longer  known, 

Whofe  faith,  whofe  goodnefs,.are  fo  like  your  own: 

Forgot,  I  blels  you, — if  this  wifli  fucceeds. 

Then  live  Gullavus,  though  Arvida  bleedi; ! 

— Eoyfe  was  a  man  of  no  party  :  whatever  were  his  private  fen— 
timents,  his  public  political  creed  was  infliiencetl  by  his  ne- 
ceiTuies.  In  regard  to  his  oerfon,-  he  was  of  a  middle  lize, 
of  a  thin  habit,  flovenly  in  his  drefs,  which  was  increafed 
by  his  nccefTities,  very  near-fighted,  and  his  hearing  imper- 
feft  ;  thefe  circumftances,  added  to  his  natural  diifidence, 
and  his  not  having  been  accuftomed  to  appear  in  good  conn- 
pany  but  as  necelTitous,  and  a  mendicant,  gave  h:m  an  awk- 
ward iheeplih  air,  which  by  no  means  prejudiced  Grangers  in 
his  favour.  His  liberal  tranOation  of  Voltaire's  three  epiilles 
on  Happinefb,  Freedom  of  Will,  and  Envy,  are  well  execu- 
ted. They  were  p.ubliihed,  without  his  name,  in  the.  year 
1738  j  but  I  am  a  good  witnefs  they  were  written  by  him  ;  for, 
when  finjjhed,  as  his  cloaths  were  then  dcpofited  atihe  pawn- 
broker's, I  treated  with  the  late  Mr.  Dodiley  for  the  manu- 
fcfipt,  of  whom  I  could  only  obtain  a  poor  two  guineas."  The 
flieets  wae  fent  to  me  from  the  prefs  for  corred-on."   C. 

O  N 
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ON  THE  EXTRAORDINARY  EXECUTION 


OF  CATT.  JOHN  POR.TEOU  S  "•  ,  SEPT.  7, 

B     Y        M    R.        B    O     Y     S     E. 

« "Xec  lex  eft  juftior  ulla, 


*'  (>jam  necis  artifices  arte  pe;i:e  I'ua." 

*'  By  their  own  arts,  'tis  righteoufly  decrcecf, 
"  The  dire  artificers  of  death  Ihall  bleed.' 

PORTEOUS!  thou  ftrong  example,  timely  given, 

How  Sovereigns  iliould  employ  the  power  of  heaven  j 
T!iy  wanton  hands  a  ianguine  deluge  fpread, 
Thy  country's  equal  voice  pronounc'd  thee  dead.: 
Biit.tools  like  thee  were  thought  fuch  ufeful  things. 
That  fordid  greatnefs  mov'd  all  fecrct  Iprings  j 
In  vain  the  great  applied,  thexrourtrepriev'd. 
Eternal  Juftice  thought  too  long  you  liv'dj 
Mercy  grew  vain ;  when  fuch  a  crime  grew  flight, 
'Twas  time  the  people  {hould  allert  their  right, 
Yet  let  the  ^vlufe  the  juft  encomium  dra\A , 
Self-injur'd,  hou-  they  kept  the  fight  of  law. 
The gentlcnefs,  denied. their  fellov^s,  gave. 
And  left  tliee  time  to  arm  thee  for  the  grave : 
Let  none  behold  thy  exit  with  regret. 
You  died,  the  nobleft  way,  a  public  debt  : 
'iviay  the  aufpicious  omen  rife  in  you. 
And  villains  (fcrcen'd  however)  meet  their  due! 

*^  See  his  cataftrophe  at  Edinburgh,   and  the  caufe  of  It, 
hi  the  Gent.  Ms^-  iorthat  vear,  r .  5 J.  9,     D. 
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TO  THE  LADY  MARCHIONESS  GREY. 

BY  THE  HON.  MISS  MARGARET  YORKE  *. 

npHY  fhades,  Vacuna,  and  thy  verdant  meads. 
The  feat  of  Heroes  fam'd  for  valiant  deeds, 
Demand  the  fong.     O  gentle  Graia!  hearj 
To  a  young  Bard  a  few  iliort  moments  fpare : 
Bt  thou  my  Mufe,  and  with  one  gracious  fmik 
Reward  and  animate  the  tuneful  toil. 
A.nd  O !  infpire  my  verfe,  while  it  recites 
Vacuna's  much-lov'd  elegant  delights  : 
Whether  embower'd  in  lliady  groves  we  walk, 
Or  in  the  Temple  of  chafte  Dian  talk; 
Or  if  with  laughter  clear  the  dome  refounds, 
When  Wray  the  ear  with  uncouth  phrales  wounds : 
If  now  the  Iprightly  Bam  our  wit  employs, 
Now  graver  fludies  give  more  folidjoys ; 
If  lightly  on  the  green  we  jocund  dance, 
-Or  round  the  fpacious  garden  choofe  to  prance; 
Whether  the  fetting-fun-beam's  golden  fiie, 
'Or  Cynthia's  paler  beauties  we  admire  ; 
Still  Innocence  and  Virtue  lead  the  round. 
With  Mirth  and  Pleafure  all  our  days  ai-e  crown'd. 
And  O  !   if  Heaven  will  hear  my  ardent  praver, 
And  grant  a  willi,  which  from  my  bofom  ne'er 
Shall  be  remov'd — long  may  thefc  Ihades  obey 
The  mild  commands  of  her^  whofe  name  adorns  this  lavJ 
jiuguji,  1747. 

*  Second  daughter  of  the  late  Earl  of  Hardwicke.  She 
married  Sir  Gilbert  Heathcote,  Bart,  and  died  in  child-bed, 
1769.  Thefe  verfes  v/cre  written  at  the  age  of  fouiieen  yearj, 
«»nd  a  half.  AD- 
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ADDITIONAL    NOTES. 

VoL.V.  p.  302.*' Dr.  Brady  attempted  in  blank  verfe  a  tranHa- 
tion  of  the  Eneid,  which,  when  dragged  into  the  world,  did  not 
live  long  enough  to  cry.  I  have  never  feen  it  ;  but  that  fuch 
a  verfion  there  is,  or  has  been,  perhaps  fome  old  catalogue 
informed  me. — With  not  much  better  fuccefs,  Trapp,  when 
his  Tragedy  and  his  Preleftions  had  given  him  reputation, 
attempted  another  blank,  verfion  of  the  Eneid ;  to  which, 
notvvithftanding  the  flight  regard  with  which  it  was  treated, 
he  had  afterwards  perfeverance  enough  to  add  the  Eclogues 
and  Georgics.  His  book  may  continue  its  exiftence  as  long 
as  it  is  the  clandeftine  refuge  of  fchooiboys."  Dr.  Johnson, 

Vol.  VI.  p.  82.  Since  the  account  of  Mr.  Hardinge  was 
printed,  his  fon  has  obliged  the  learned  world  with  a  curious 
little  volume  of  his  father's  *'  Latin  Verfes  ;'*  amongft 
which  is  a  corrected  copy  of  the  Ode  in  p.  85  of  this  volume. 
It  v/as  written  at  Knowle  Hill  in  1739,  and  addreffed  "  to 
<'  Stephen  Poyntz,  Efq.  Preceptor  to  the  Duke  of  Cumber- 
-**  land."  The  correction  confifts  of  the  following  enlarge- 
ment of  the  llxth  and  feventh  flanzas  into  four  : 

Infanientis  non  populi  fcelus, 
Uon  Italorum  cantibus  et  choris 
Affueta,  virtutifque  verae 

Immemor,  &  patrix,  juventus. 
Jam  feffus  urbem  longaque  curiaa 
Geftit  fenator  praeiia  linquere  ; 
Oblitus  irarum  paternos 

Luftrat  agros,  avibus  timendus, 

^  Wal- 
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Walpolus  arvls  &  laribus  novis 
Auvftas  avitllufirat  opes  foli, 
Fcftaque  jarh  dignus  quiete 
Per  vacuas  libi  vlvit  horas. 

Lucos  Elherx,  dsedala  qua  fuurn 
X^atura  gejlit  vinccre  Kentium, 

Molamque  labentcm,  domumque 
Pkriam  rcpetit  Pcihamua. 

Mr.  Kardlnge,  it  is  faid,  tranflated  ihis  Ode,  and  ar  xh' 
fame  time  engaged  Dr.  Davjcs  to  make  anotrier  tranfla- 
tlon.  Both  are  prcferved,  and  printed  in  a  volume  of  Eng- 
Irih  verles  Avbich  I  have  not  had  the  pleafure  of  feeing. 
The   Latin   poems    ere     of    various    dates  ;     fome  of  them 

•i'chool  excrcilcs  at  ilton  in  1717,  171S;  others  at  Cam- 
bridge 1719 — 172?.;  a  poem  on  the  death  of  his  cldell- 
fon,  }  746  ;  an  epitaph  on  his  father  (George  Hardinge,  M.  A.) 
7750;   one  fniall  poem    in    1754;  and  epiftles  to   feveral   of 

his  friends  between  1750  and  1750.     I  mention  thefe   fo  tni- 

putely,  as  the  volume    in   which   they  are  piiutcd  has   been 

circulated  only  among  a  few  friends. 
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